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Lost Prince Almon 

CHAPTERI 

Tlie FUght into the South 

ThK camel was loaded before dawn 
in a court, or walled inclosure, of 
the high priest's great mansion 
at Jerusalem. The load was not 
heavy, being only two camel-bags, 
or, to be more explicit, two square, 
chest -like receptacles of strong 
wicker-work packed with mer- 
chandise, which hung on either 
side a foot or two below the sad- 
dle. Two armed men were seated 
on horses near at hand, ready to 
start, and a woman, cloaked and 
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veiled, had mounted to her place 
on the camel's back. But the word 
had not yet been given. The ani- 
mal still kneeled. 

On the stuff in the basket-like 
receptacle hanging on the right 
side lay a little boy covered up to 
his chin with woolen draperies, for 
the night-air was chill, and over 
him stood two persons, a man and 
a woman, speaking in low, anxious 
tones. 

"Be quiet and patient, Almon, 
and obey thy nurse, the good Ju- 
dith," said the former, who wore 
the habit of a priest. "Seek not 
to show thyself. Remember that 
wicked men are in search of thee, 
and must not find thee. By night 
the journey will be ended, and 
thou wilt be safe." 
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"Fare thee well, sweet boy," 
whispered the woman, as she 
stooped and kissed the child's lips. 
The only answer was a sob, and 
she added with great tenderness: 
"Hush thee, my jewel; thou wilt 
see us soon again. The God of 
Judah protect thee ! " 

"Seek to content him by the 
way, good Judith," said the priest 
meanwhile to the veiled woman. 
" Beguile the tedium of the journey 
with such tales as he loveth." 

"Sol will, my lord." 

The cover of the basket-like 
receptacle was now shut down, 
screening the boy's face, but not 
excluding the air. 

"Be discreet," the priest then 
cautioned one of the armed men on 
horseback. "If thou art challenged 



Lost Prince Altnon 



and delayed at the gate, show the 
writing I have given thee. And 
shouldst thou be set upon and 
searched by the soldiers of Athaliah 
or by robbers, say that the boy is 
of the household of the shepherd 
Reuel. The plainness of his attire 
and the smallness of the escort 
may convince them. If not, we 
can but trust in God to protect His 
anointed." 

The command to move was 
given. For a moment the little boy 
in the basket all but stood on his 
head, then as suddenly on his feet, 
and then involuntarily his former 
horizontal position was resumed, 
the camel being now upright. A 
servant opened the gate, and the 
horses moved out, followed by the 
long-striding beast of burden. The 
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course taken was first northward, 
but after passing through the un- 
guarded Middle Gate and descend- 
ing into the valley separating the 
lower and more extensive quarter 
of the city from the higher, they 
turned eastward along the stream 
flowing from the upper fountain of 
Gihon. In the dim twilight of the 
dawn could now be seen on their 
right the ghostly white marble of 
the palace of the kings, and farther 
on to the left, the huge and lofty 
mass of walls, pillars, and towers 
which they knew to be the Temple. 
Turning southward again, they 
shortly drew near the Water Gate 
of the outer wall. It was still shut, 
and, as was expected, the awakened 
guards forthwith challenged the 
travellers, demanding to know who 
would go forth so early. 
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"The wife of a shepherd of the 
south with two armed servants," 
was the answer of Seba, who 
carried the high priest's writing, 
and was instructed not to show the 
same unless compelled. " The way 
is long, and we would start 
betimes." 

The woman held her breath, and 
glanced fearfully toward the basket 
in which the boy lay concealed, as 
the guards for a moment hesitated. 
But they, suspecting nothing, being 
only in ill humor from having been 
called up so early, proceeded 
leisurely to open the gate, and then 
allowed the travellers to pass out 
unmolested. And so they moved 
on in the broadening light, down 
the steep slope, past the Kings' 
Gardens and the Pool of Siloam, 
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across the brook flowing through 
the Valley of Hinnom from the 
lower fountain of Gihon, then 
upward again and on through the 
beautiful hill country toward 
Bethlehem. 

The cocks had now ceased to 
crow, and birds were singing their 
welcome to the new day. The red 
rays of the rising sun flashed 
across the misty blue hills, and 
revealed a cloudless sky. The 
morning breeze swam caressingly 
through the pale-green leaves of 
the olives, and playfully shook the 
feathery crests of the tall, graceful 
palms along the highway. But the 
darker branches of cedar and 
cypress growing on the upward 
slopes beneath the bold, bare rocks 
of the mountain heights seemed 
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motionless and, as it were, still 
asleep. 

It was the month of Sivan (June), 
shortly after the Feast of Weeks, 
and the land of Judah smiled in the 
full noon of summer. The only 
blemish in the scene of beauty 
looked on by the travellers in this 
early perfect morning were two 
lepers, who had come out of their 
caves, and stood near the highway, 
with their whitened, disfigured 
faces uncovered and the remnants 
of their hands uplifted, beseeching 
alms. 

The jolting of the basket at the 
camePs side was hardly more 
disagreeable than the swaying 
backward motion experienced by 
the woman in the saddle on the 
animaPs hump; but while she was 
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diverted by the varying scenery 
and the passing of occasional 
travellers, as well as by the 
exchange of speech now and then 
with the mounted guards, the poor 
boy was condemned to darkness 
and silence. 

"I am weary, O Judith," he 
called out to her at last. " Let me 
sit up and look out. It must be 
near noon." 

" Speak not so loud," she warned. 
" No, my lord, it is still early, and 
we are not many miles from 
Jerusalem. Lie still, I beg of thee, 
until we stop to rest and eat in 
some secluded place, and mean- 
while I will tell thee a pleasing 
history, which they relate in the 
house of the high priest, thy 
guardian." 
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"Begin, then." 

So the nurse told the story. It 
was called "The Desert Island,'' 
and was in substance this : Once on 
a time a good and wealthy man, 
desiring to make his slave happy, 
gave him his freedom, and pre- 
sented him with a whole ship-load 
of merchandise. '^Go, sell these 
goods to thy best advantage," said 
he, "and whatsoever they bring 
thee shall be thine own." So the 
freed slave sailed away on the 
broad ocean. But storms arose, the 
ship was dashed to pieces on a 
rock, and all hands were drowned 
except the slave himself, who swam 
to a neighboring island. Stripped 
thus of all his possessions, he was 
overwhelmed with sadness, and 
scarcely had courage to follow a 
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beaten path leading toward the 
interior. But follow it he did, and 
anon stood wondering before a 
great and beautiful city. What 
amazed him most was to see the 
people rushing out to him witt 
shouts of joyous welcome, exclaim- 
ing, " Long live the king ! " Lifting 
him into a golden chariot, they 
escorted him to a palace of vast 
extent and magnificence, where 
many servants surrounded him, 
clothed him in royal robes, and 
desired that they might further 
serve his will. 

"Do not speak again, my lord, 
until I bid thee," the nurse 
suddenly interrupted herself to say, 
for already the boy was asking 
questions. " We are now about to 
pass some travellers going to 
Jerusalem." 
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The boy then listened in silence 
to the exchange of salutations and 
the tread of the passing horses and 
camels, wondering if the "wicked 
men " from whom he fled would 
soon encounter the caravan now 
going by, and inquire for news of 
him. When all was again quiet, he 
gladly welcomed the voice of Judith 
as she resumed her narrative : 

For a long time the bewildered 
slave could not but believe that he 
was dreaming. Being at last 
convinced of the reality of his 
experiences, he asked: "How can it 
be that all this honor is intended 
for a poor, naked, unknown 
wanderer?" Then he was answered: 
" Sire, it is indeed intended for thee, 
but know that thy dignity and 
power will last only one year. Such 
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is the law. At the year's end thy 
royal garments will be taken from 
thee, and thou wilt be placed, naked 
as we found thee, on board a ship, 
which will carry thee to a desolate 
island! And there, unless thou hast 
been wise enough to prepare thy- 
self a place in advance, thou wilt 
Uve a dreary, miserable life. Such 
was the fate of the king who pre- 
ceded thee. Therefore be thou 
warned, and become wiser than he." 
The newly-made king pondered 
long and anxiously on these strange 
circumstances. Being a wise and 
prudent man, he at last determined 
to send laborers to the desert island 
and contrive that the ground should 
be tilled, and the barren soil made 
to produce blooming gardens, fruit- 
ful fields, and shady groves. And 
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all this by untiring effort he was 
enabled to accomplish, establishing 
also a colony of people in the land 
reclaimed from the desert. The 
year soon passed, and the day came 
when he was stripped of his royal 
robes, and he started on his voyage 
to the desolate isle. But on arriving 
there, great was his happiness to 
find, instead of desolation, a land of 
plenty and a people who welcomed 
him with music and dancing, 
and among whom he lived ever 
after in peace and prosperity. 

"This," concluded Judith, "is a 
parable of very great use to all 
mankind, but especially to princes. 
The interpretation given to it by 
the high priest is this: The good 
and wealthy man is God. The slave, 
on whom such great blessings were 
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bestowed, is man. The first island 
is this world. The year of the 
slave's reign is man's span of life. 
The second island is the future 
world wherein man must prepare 
for himself a place in advance, or 
he will live apart and be unhappy 
there. To prepare such a place is 
to live well. And the turning from 
the evil and cultivating the good, is 
what is meant by beautifying the 
barren soil of the desert island. 
Dost thou understand, my lord?" 

"Yes," was the answer from 
beneath the cover of wicker. " My 
uncle Jehoiada hath oft told me 
such parables. I love them." 

Shortly after this the boy fell 
asleep. He was awakened at length 
by the kneeling of the camel, which 
threw him forward and backward 
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on his couch with some violence. 
The cover of his hiding-place was 
immediately lifted, and the kind, 
motherly face of Judith, now un- 
veiled, appeared above him. 

*'Thou mayest rest and eat now, 
my lord Almon," she said, and 
forthwith the boy leaped out on the 
ground, with all the delight of a 
captive set free. 

Though only seven years of age, 
he was of a tallness and comeliness 
of person beyond his years. His 
full lips, now parted in a smile, 
were like the blossoming pome- 
granate for redness, and his large 
dark eyes were merry and spark- 
ling. The clustering ringlets of his 
thick black hair crowned a shapely 
and most winning face. It was the 
highest type of Jewish youthful 
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beauty and charm, and the eyes of 
the nurse rested on him adoringly. 
He wore a close-fitting woolen shirt, 
or tunic, of blue, tied at the waist 
with a cord and reaching to the 
knee, and a glossy, soft-cured 
leopard skin, which was thrown 
over his shoulder and bound round 
his loins in the style of the 
shepherds. His legs were bare, but 
sandals protected his feet. 

The boy saw at a glance that the 
little caravan had left the highway, 
and halted in a green, shady glen 
among high, rocky hills, with a 
growth of cypresses and here 
and there a myrtle or flowering 
oleander. In a hollow beneath 
them was a bubbling spring, green- 
bordered thickly with mosses and 
papyrus. There knelt Seba filling 
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a leathern water-skin, while the 
other guard gave food to the horses. 
As the boy ran here and there, 
crying out in the delight of his new 
freedom, the nurse unpacked a 
wine-skin, some wheaten loaves, 
butter, cheese, figs, and pome- 
granates, and presently calling 
him to her, bade him eat against 
the long journey still before them. 

"Wherefore do we flee, dear 
nurse?" asked Almon, grown 
pensive, as he ate heartily of the 
food placed before him on a cloth 
spread upon the ground. "Who are 
the wicked men that seek to harm 
me?" 

" If the high priest hath not told 
thee, my lord, it is not for me to 
speak," answered Judith, discreetly. 

" I know more than thou think- 
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est," he then said thoughtfully. " I 
am a prince of the royal line of 
David, and my name is not Almon, 
for thus said the high priest to my 
aunt one day when he knew not 
that I heard." 

" Hush ! " cried Judith softly, look- 
ing around in fear. " Speak not of 
this again. Woe to thee, if it were 
known to those who sit in the seats 
of the mighty at Jerusalem! Re- 
member, my dearest lord, that thou 
art only Almon, a kinsman of the 
shepherd Reuel, to all who inquire 
of thee whilst thou sojournest in 
the south. This will be for thy 
safety and the safety of those who 
love thee and await the day of 
reckoning. Hearken to my words, 
I pray thee." 

"I will be silent," he promised. 
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impressed but not infected by the 
fear written on her face. The puz- 
zled, unsatisfied look on his own 
slowly yielded to one of patience 
and submission. 

A few minutes later the two 
guards, who sat apart eating their 
food, suddenly started up in evident 
alarm, and Seba came hurriedly to 
where the woman and child were 
seated. 

"Up ! Let us begone !" he said in 
low, urgent tones. Then in a whis- 
per to Judith : " Hide him quickly. 
We are spied upon." 

Instantly the boy was hurried 
into the carrier-basket, and the 
woman resumed her seat on the 
back of the kneeling camel, the 
animal then being made to rise. 
Meanwhile the other guard had 
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bridled the feeding horses, and in 
the greatest haste the interrupted 
journey was now continued. 

The cause of this excitement was 
a man among the rocks above 
them, upon whom Seba's eyes had 
suddenly alighted. He might be a 
robber who meditated calling those 
in league with him and making a 
descent upon the unconscious trav- 
ellers, but to Seba's eyes he had not 
the look of a robber. More likely 
he was a spy sent out by the wicked 
Athaliah, for the object of his scru- 
tiny was the boy, always the little 
Almon ; and when he saw that he 
was observed by Seba, he drew back 
quickly out of sight, but not before 
his lips had parted in what, to the 
affrighted guardian of the prince, 
appeared to be a smile of triumph. 
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Poor Almon was liberated no 
more from his prison during the 
rest of that long day. He knew 
that the camel got quickly up, that 
the little caravan went hastily over 
the rough ground surrounding the 
secluded glen, and then pressed for- 
ward along the highway with the 
utmost speed, but of the towns or 
villages they passed, of the travel- 
lers whom they encountered, of the 
bold, rugged hills on either hand, 
of the blooming valleys, of the 
graceful palms, the olives and cy- 
presses, the bright-colored birds and 
flowers, the skulking wild beasts in 
the lonely places, the browsing kine 
and sheep in the fields of husbands 
men, he saw and knew nothing; 
he could only lie in his place, 
drearily awaiting the end. 
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It was after night-fall when at 
last the camel halted and knelt 
down. Leaping gladly out of his 
hiding-place, the boy saw lights, 
and moving forms, and a house, 
not a palatial one such as he had 
dwelt in with the high priest at 
Jerusalem, but small and plain, 
without sculptures or other adorn- 
ments. But it was built strongly 
of stone, and he felt glad of its 
shelter after the weary journey and 
the chill of the night outside. Led 
within, he was saluted with agree- 
able odors of food and wine set 
upon a table, and, what was pleas- 
anter still, a sweet-faced woman 
welcomed him with a mother's em- 
brace, and, after giving him of the 
choicest food, conducted him to a 
soft, clean couch in an inner cham- 
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ber, where he soon forgot his weari- 
ness and fears in sleep. 

Meanwhile the other travellers 
feasted, and then went on their 
way to the neighboring city of 
Hebron, though not before the 
nurse Judith kissed and dropped a 
tear on the face of the little sleep- 
ing prince. They were urged to 
tarry over night, but the wary Seba 
refused, explaining that ere this 
pursuers might be on their track, 
and might besiege the house before 
morning dawned. It was safer for 
their august charge to be thus 
dropped by the way-side in the 
night, the caravan pressing on and 
leading his enemies to seek for him 
in Hebron or beyond. 



CHAPTER n 

The Shephcfd-Prince and the Lion 

And so, one hour after the arrival 
of the travellers, the house of the 
shepherd Reuel was again quiet, 
the only alteration being the sleep- 
ing child in the inner room. The 
husband and wife sat down to- 
gether to re-read the letter from 
the high priest which had been 
delivered by Seba, with urgent in- 
junctions that they be careful of it 
and destroy it as soon as its con- 
tents had been fully • mastered. 
This was the letter : 

"The High Priest, Jehoiada, to 
his cousin Michal sendeth greet- 
ing: 
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"Hospitality is an expression of 
Divine worship, and the will to 
serve the king is surpassed only by 
the aim to serve God. Therefore I 
trust that thou and thy good hus- 
band, to whom commend me, will 
cheerfully undertake the charge 
confided to thee by my messengers, 
thinking not of danger, but of 
aiding me and the true cause in 
the trying strait now upon us. 
For know that Athaliah hath heard 
rumors of his existence, and hath 
set spies to work to find out the 
place and the person of the true 
and only prince of Judah and Ben- 
jamin. Therefore do I send him 
forth in secret from Jerusalem 
until such time as God may give 
us wisdom to take counsel what to 
do. Keep him and protect him, 
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and thou shalt find thy reward. 
Let him be as thy son, and follow 
the sheep with the good Reuel. So 
he will add to his strength and 
stature, being in no wise dishon- 
ored by the labor of his hands. 
Was not David himself a shepherd 
in his youth, and may not this his 
son of the ninth generation do the 
like? Remember his true dignity 
only in your loyal hearts. Dress 
him and use him as one of low con- 
dition, thus the more to deceive the 
cunning. Nevertheless be mild, 
requiring not too much of him, for 
youth is a wreath of roses, the glad 
season of sport and play. 

" Breathe not his name. Let him 
be called Almon only, as with us, 
for he is still as he hath ever been, 
as the name signifieth, one hidden. 
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And, Michal, for his greater safety 
do thou call him thy kinsman, as 
he verily is. Above all remember 
this : thy friend hath a friend, and 
thy friend's friend hath a friend; 
be discreet. Silence is the fence 
around wisdom. A secret known 
to three is known to twenty. Peace 
be with thee and thine, and may 
the God of our fathers bless the 
roof that covereth the hope and 
promise of Judah and Benjamin." 

In the previous month of Tishri 
(October), the first of which is 
the New Year, commemorating the 
creation of the world, Eeuel and 
his wife Michal had gone to Jeru- 
salem to present their offerings and 
pray in the Temple. While there, 
they had been lodged by the high 
priest, for Jehoiada's wife was a 
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cousin of Michal, and they loved 
each other. And so it came about 
that the secret of the hidden royal 
child was imparted to the worthy 
Eeuel as well as to his wife, look- 
ing toward the possible day of 
danger when they might be asked 
to succor him. The foreseen dan- 
ger was now arrived, and, though 
with fear and trembling, it was 
with joy in the honor and glory of 
their sacred trust that they re- 
ceived the hounded little boy who 
was to be their future king. 

The story of his troubled young 
life was this : On the death of Aha- 
ziah, the last king of the royal line 
of David who had ruled over the 
still faithful tribes of Judah and 
Benjamin, an usurper entered Jeru- 
salem and seized the throne. This 
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was none other than Athaliah, 
daughter of the famed Ahab and 
Jezebel, who had ruled the other 
ten tribes at Samaria. Not con- 
tent with seizing the throne, intro- 
ducing the worship of the false god 
Baal, and neglecting the Temple of 
the true God of the Hebrews, Atha- 
liah resolved upon the destruction 
of all the remaining princes of the 
house of David, thus to secure the 
succession after her to the kindred 
house of Samaria. 

This wicked design would have 
been fully accomplished but for the 
timely action of a sister of the last 
king, one Jehosheba, who was the 
wife of the high priest. This 
woman contrived that the young- 
est of the princes, who was then 
not above a year old, should be 
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snatched from among those that 
were slain, and hidden with his 
nurse in a secret chamber of the 
king's palace, afterwards convey- 
ing him to her husband's house, 
where he was kept in concealment 
for six years. And this it well be- 
came her to do, for she was his 
aunt, a princess of the true royal 
line now proscribed, and opposed 
equally with the high priest, her 
husband, to the false worship of 
Baal introduced by the usurpers. 
The little prince thus rescued from 
death, whose name was Jehoash, 
but who for his greater safety was 
called Almon, even in the privacy 
of the high priest's house, was the 
ninth in lineal descent from the 
valiant David and the eighth from 
the wise and magnificent Solomon. 
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As they read Jehoiada's letter, 
both Reuel and Michal were per- 
suaded of the wisdom of his in- 
structions. Early in the morning, 
therefore, they dressed Almon as a 
shepherd boy, and to the last day 
of his sojourn with them he was 
treated as a son or kinsman, though 
with all gentleness. Only in their 
hearts he was revered as their 
future king. While providing that 
he might have much sport and 
play— for he was of a merry spirit, 
and was soon quite content and 
happy in his new surroundings — 
they forgot not his other needs, 
and not only instructed him, but 
appointed certain daily duties for 
his performance. 

It was his task at noon to carry 
food and wine in a basket to 
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Mesha, Reuel's son, who watched 
the sheep as they fed on the hill- 
sides beyond the fields. And right 
glad was he to go, for Mesha, a 
youth of eighteen years, was ever 
pleased at his coming, entertaining 
him with tales, and songs, and the 
cunning tricks his dog was made 
to perform. Also toward evening 
he would go forth again, this time 
with Reuel himself, and help to 
drive the sheep homeward and shut 
them in the fold, an ample space 
surrounded by a high stone wall, 
where they were secure from the 
beasts of prey lurking in the fast- 
nesses of the neighboring hills. 

Again, as Reuel cut and shocked 
the grain in the fields, the child 
would follow after him gleaning, 
for the most part in sport indeed, 

8 
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but in some small measure render- 
ing aid. Or, when Michal and a 
woman-servant sat grinding at the 
mill, he would hover near, and 
often fill the receptacle with wheat 
or barley at their bidding. This 
mill was nothing more than a 
concave stone fitted upon another 
convex in shape, the grain being 
crushed to powder between them as 
the upper one was turned round 
by means of a peg. 

Sometimes the boy was set to 
churn, and by this means: The 
measure of milk was placed in a 
large water-skin, which, its mouth 
being made fast, was hung upon a 
post, and jerked to and fro by the 
hand, or beaten with a staff, until 
the butter was made. Until he 
wearied, this task was ever a pleas- 
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ure to Almon, and he struck his 
staff upon the bounding goat-skin 
with hearty good-will, making play 
of his labor by mimicking warfare 
and imagining himself in battle 
with a living foe. 

There were portions of the sacred 
Law transcribed on parchment in 
the house of Reuel, and from these 
the shepherd would read of an 
evening, looking to the boy's in- 
struction. And by day, as Michal 
sat at home and spun the wool, 
Almon would linger near, listening 
intently as she talked of the glories 
of the past, when Judah and Israel 
were one — for well versed in the 
chronicles was Michal; — of Abra- 
ham, the father of the race; of 
Joseph, the hero; and of all the 
wonderful things that befell in 
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Egypt; of Moses, through whom 
was given that Law which was 
to be the foundation of the law 
of all nations; of Joshua, and 
Gideon, and Jephthah, the great 
warriors; of Samson, the strong 
man; of Samuel, the prophet of 
God; of Saul, the first king; of 
David, the tall, and beautiful, and 
valiant chosen out of all Israel; 
of his beloved Jonathan, his flight 
from Saul, his victories, and his 
final triumph ; of the wisdom, and 
greatness, and magnificence of Sol- 
omon, and of a thousand deeds of 
valor and heroism and countless 
miracles and wonders. 

The relation of the amazing vic- 
tory of David over Goliath brought 
tears of rapture to the boy's eyes, 
and, child as he was, with a leap- 
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ing heart he exclaimed within him- 
self : " Oh, may I, too, be a valiant 
man, as was my great forefather 
David, trusting as he did, in the 
might of the God of Judah ! " 

One more employment had Al- 
mon while sojourning with Reuel 
and Michal, and that was playing 
on the harp and singing, an accom- 
plishment that had been taught 
him in the high priest's house at 
Jerusalem. Having an inborn love 
of music, he had easily attained to 
an excellence and skill uncommon 
in one of his years. The youth 
Mesha performed well also on the 
viol, an instrument of ten strings 
played upon with a bow, and very 
often these two made music and 
sang together, delighting all who 
heard them. 
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Some weeks had passed, when 
one day Almon went alone as usual 
to carry food to Mesha watching the 
flocks among the hills. With the 
basket of wheaten bread, cheese, 
fruit, and wine on his arm, he 
crossed the fields, and moved 
blithely forward among the first 
low hills, where yellow crocus 
dotted the green grass, and here 
and there the muUen and wild 
onion were found. The day was 
fine. The brightness of the sun- 
shine, the stillness of the balmy 
air, the intense blue of the sky, the 
small birds that flew up at his ap- 
proach, the eagle soaring on high- 
all gave pleasure to Almon, whose 
young blood tingled with the mere 
joy of existence. 

As the hills grew higher, there 
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was less grass and more of larger 
growth, as myrtles, olives, and 
cedars, and the boy wondered that 
he had not yet found Mesha with 
his flock. The sound of the dog's 
bark led him on, and presently, as 
he gained the crest of a hill, he 
saw the sheep scattering wildly in 
all directions, and, near a mass of 
rock in a low valley directly before 
him, the dog himself skipping ner- 
vously back and forth and yelping 
in a most piteous way. 

Not knowing what this might 
mean, the boy approached without 
fear. Meanwhile the dog ran to 
meet him, every few steps wheel- 
ing round and barking furiously. 
Such behavior was a plain warn- 
ing, but Almon did not halt until, 
on rounding the angle of the rocks, 
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he stood face to face with a lion, 
and remained as if rooted to the 
ground in the paralysis of sudden 
terror. 

Not twenty feet away lay the 
shepherd boy Mesha prone upon 
his face, as if dead, and nearer 
still squatted the lion, devouring 
the carcass of a sheep. On the 
sudden appearance of the child, 
the wild beast dropped its prey, 
and crouched lower, with a furious 
glare of the eye. Then, like a peal 
of thunder, its loud, hoarse roar 
was heard, reverberating against 
the hill-sides and dying away in the 
far valleys. 

Almon longed to fly, but could 
not, the terrible fright having 
brought a strange numbness into 
all his limbs. He stood quite still, 
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every instant expecting the beast 
to spring upon and devour him. 
And then, all at once, a strange 
feeling of confidence replaced the 
harrowing terror which had seized 
on the helpless boy. Only yester- 
day Michal had told him, how it 
was recorded in the sacred chron- 
icles, that David, while still a 
shepherd, once did battle with both 
a lion and a bear, and overcame 
them single-handed, rescuing their 
prey out of their very mouths. 

" Thus he did what no other man 
could do, because God was with 
him," said Michal. And now Al- 
mon, in the simple faith and confi- 
dence that suddenly came to him, 
looked boldly into the wild beast's 
eyes, as he said within himself: 
" I am Judah's prince, and God is 
with me ; I will not fear." 
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And there was a power in the 
look and atmosphere of this inno- 
cent, confiding child that even a 
lion could not withstand. The 
beast hesitated, seemed to struggle 
as it were with intangible and 
invisible powers, and then, with 
low growls and with evident fear, 
snatched up the remnant of its 
prey, ran hastily down a gully, 
and was soon lost to view behind 
the neighboring hill. 

Then the boy fell all a-trembling 
again, and his eyes were almost 
blinded with tears, when he ran to 
Mesha^s side and called his name. 
The young man did not answer, 
and there was blood upon him. 
Thinking him dead, Almon left the 
dog to guard his body, ran weeping 
to the house, and summoned Beuel 
to the rescue. 
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But Mesha was not dead. He 
was only stunned, and the blood on 
him was from a mere scratch in- 
flicted by one of the lion's claws. 
He was seated, engaged in petting 
a favorite sheep, when the beast 
sprang upon them from behind, 
struck him senseless to the ground, 
and finding the sheep within its 
grasp, proceeded to devour it be- 
fore attacking the prostrate body 
of the young man. Such was the 
story Mesha told, he having re- 
vived before the terrified Reuel 
reached the ground. The strange 
and unaccountable retreat of the 
lion on the arrival of Almon they 
promptly attributed to a merciful 
Divine providence, and before the 
day passed, prayers of praise and 
thanksgiving were offered in the 
shepherd's house. 
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It was not many days later, 
when one afternoon young Mesha 
came running in from the high- 
way in great fear and gave the 
alarm. The long-dreaded event 
was at hand ; the spies and soldiers 
of Athaliah were coming. An er- 
rand had taken the young shep- 
herd that morning to the city of 
Hebron, and there he saw a troop 
of armed men. Marvelling at the 
unusual sight, he put questions to 
a stranger in the market-place : 

" What do they here, these fight- 
ing men, now that there are no 
wars?" 

" These are Athaliah's men," was 
the answer. '' They come from Je- 
rusalem in search of a young pre- 
tender to the throne, a mere child, 
who calls himself a prince of Da- 
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vid's line. The Queen hath com- 
manded that he be slain, and woe 
to him if he be found. The report 
hath gone abroad that he took 
refuge some time since at Hebron." 

"And hath he been found?" 

" Not yet, but tidings have been 
brought within the hour, men say, 
of a stranger child sojourning with 
one Reuel, a shepherd, who hath 
the likeness of the prince they 
seek." 

"And they go to seek him there ? " 

"Within the hour." 

"A bootless errand," quoth Me- 
sha stoutly, though with inward 
trembling. "I myself have seen 
this boy following after the sheep 
with Reuel. It is but an idle tale. 
He is his kinsman and a simple 
shepherd's son." 
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"Sayest thou so, friend? Then 
go before the captain of the troop 
and speak. It may verily be for 
thine advantage.'' 

But Mesha slipped away through 
the crowds of the market-place, 
got upon his beast, and rode 
swiftly home again. "Surely, it 
is no sin to lie," thought he, "if 
a lie can save a prince of Judah 
from those butchers." 



CHAPTERm 

Mfclial^s Cunning: 

MiOHAL stood by the wine-press 
in the court, and Almon was play- 
ing near her, when Mesha came 
breathless with the news. It was 
the time of the harvesting of the 
grapes and the making of wine. 

" Call Reuel from the vineyard,'' 
cried the woman helplessly, her 
face white with fear. 

Then she caught the startled boy 
to her, stooped over him, and invol- 
untarily inclosed him round with 
the folds of her gown, as if thus to 
conceal him. 

"Alas!" she groaned, "what 
shall I do to hide thee from those 
wicked men?" 
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"They are coming, then?" ques- 
tioned Almon, calmer than she. 

"And they will take thee from 
me, my dearest lord." She dared 
not say, " they will kill thee." 

" Let me go forth and hide in the 
great cedar tree," he then proposed, 
in cheerful contemplation of such 
an adventure. 

" They would soon find thee. And 
in truth there is not time. Already 
I hear the hoofs of their horses on 
the road. Hush, child; let me 
think. O God of Judah, teach me 
what to do ! " 

She stood silent a few moments, 
and they heard the sounds made 
by the approaching troop of horse- 
men grow louder and louder. So 
Reuel found her as he rushed in 
from the vineyard. He was no less 
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fearful than she, but the color had 
not gone from his rugged visage; 
only the wildness of his eye attested 
his alarm. 

"Thinkest thou to conceal him 
thus, thou foolish woman?" he 
cried, impatiently. " Go within and 
sit upon him, covering him with 
thy gown. Say that thou art lame, 
and canst not rise. Peradventure 
God will cause them to give credit 
to thy words." 

"It will not do," she answered. 
"Those of our neighbors that follow 
them hither will know it is a lie 
and — God be praised!" she cried 
abruptly, the brightness of a new 
joy in her eyes. "The way hath 
been shown to me. Go quickly, 
Beuel, and meet them at the gate. 
Bight speedily will I now conceal 
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him, and so that they must look for 
him in vain. Say to them that he 
is not here, that thou sentest him 
with messages to our neighbor 
Hiram." 

The worthy shepherd wondered 
what was this method of conceal- 
ment with which his wife appeared 
so well content, but she urged him 
to be gone, and he tarried not to 
inquire, for Athaliah's horsemen 
were now at the very doors. With 
no more ado he hastened out to 
surrender his all to the armed 
servants of the usurping queen, 
trusting to Michal's cunning for 
the rest. 

" And now, my love, my dearest 
lord and prince," said the woman 
with urgent warning, "as thou 
valuest thy safety, yea, thy very 
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life, I charge thee to obey me in 
what I tell thee. Lie still where I 
am about to put thee, and make no 
sound or movement until I bid 
thee;' 

So saying, she lifted the boy in 
her arms, and put him into the wet, 
empty wine-press. Having caused 
him to lie flat on his back, she 
emptied a basket of the fresh- 
gathered, purple grapes upon him, 
and then another, and still another, 
until he was well out of sight, and 
all the space around him was well 
filled. His lower limbs and even 
his breast were deeply covered, but 
over his face she formed a hollow 
depression, so that not more than 
the thickness of two grapes hid the 
boy's mouth and nose from view. 
The fruit being large, she shrewdly 
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trusted to the percolation of sufft- 
cient air to sustain his breathing 
during a short time. 

Her task was just completed 
when Athaliah's band of men 
invaded the house. All her senses 
acutely awake, she listened fear- 
fully to their noisy tread, the 
uplifting of their harsh voices, and 
the clanking of their swords and 
spears. She shrank from facing 
the makers of this horrid din, and 
hoped they would listen to Reuel's 
story, and go on their way; but 
presently a detachment of some 
dozen or more came trooping into 
the court, all carrying the weapons 
and wearing the helmets, greaves, 
and breastplates of the time. 

Stout and brawny men every one 
were they, trained and skilled in 
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the business of war, and, although 
they were the minions of the 
usurper, their martial appearance 
would have been a pleasure to 
Michal's eyes, had she seen them in 
the market-place at Hebron. But 
in the alert and watchful air 
distinguishing them she now saw 
nothing but the terrible cunning 
and cruelty of dogs on the chase or 
wild beasts hounding after their 
prey. The woman's knees quaked 
beneath her as she bowed low 
before them. 

" Rise," said the leader, a man of 
commanding presence and build, 
whose superior armor glittered 
with much silver and gold. " I am 
Arnon, captain of Queen Athahah's 
band, sent out to find the hiding- 
place of the young pretender, but I 
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have no wish to do thee hurt, 
woman. If thou harborest him not, 
thou hast nothing to fear. Where 
is the stranger child that lodgeth 
with thee? I would see him, for the 
rumor is abroad that his age and 
his looks tally with those of the boy 
whose life is forfeit by the Queen's 
command." 

Thus he had already spoken at 
the gates with Reuel, but the 
shepherd, being a man of few 
words and not ready with an 
answer, made reply that he knew 
not the whereabouts of the child, 
and would go within to inquire of 
his wife, who mostly kept him by 
her. And so he led the way 
through the chambers of the house 
and out into the court, trusting that 
the promised concealment of Almon 
was now accomplished. 
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"He hath gone this hour, my 
lord, with a message to our neigh- 
bor Hiram,'' answered Michal, 
struggling to be calm. "Thou 
mayest await his home-coming, or 
follow him there, as it seemeth 
good to my lord. But thou wilt 
find in him only the harmless shep- 
herd's child, our kinsman, that he 
is." 

"If it be as thou sayest," said 
Arnon promptly, "peace be with 
thee and thine; but woe to thee if 
thou liest." 

Thereupon he gave orders that 
his men disperse themselves, and 
search every chamber of the house 
as well as the surrounding fields, 
and as they moved to obey, he 
stepped to the wine-press and 
looked in. The captain was warm 
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and dusty from hurried travel, and 
the sight of the cool purple grapes 
provoked him to thirst. 

"Come hither, good man," he 
called to Reuel, who would have 
followed the soldiers as they search- 
ed the house. "Come hither, and 
crush me these grapes that I may 
drink." 

In hapless ignorance the shep- 
herd ran forward to obey, but forth- 
with Michal cried out wildly, " Not 
so ! not so ! " Turning angrily to- 
ward her, Reuel was amazed to see 
that her hands were extended fran- 
tically, and that her face had be- 
come the color of lead. Her eyes 
expressed so great an agony that 
he was bewildered, and his hands 
dropped away from the wine-press. 

" Not so," repeated the trembling 
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woman. " It is not meet that my 
lord should drink new wine, when 
his handmaiden hath that which is 
good and old to set before him. Gk), 
fetch of the best wine and cups," 
she commanded a woman-servant 
who stood within call. 

And so death in a most horrible 
form was averted from the hid- 
den boy ; for the captain suspected 
nothing, being well pleased with 
Michal's humble words, and mar- 
velling not at her anxious wish to 
serve him well. The wine was 
brought, and he sat and drank it 
at a small table under a fig tree 
that grew in the court. 

Meanwhile the search was made, 
and ere long one by one the sol- 
diers reappeared in the court, re- 
porting their failure to find the 
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child. By this time Arnon, the 
captain, was in a cheerful mood, 
and he spoke kindly to Michal : 

" I am almost persuaded that the 
child we seek hath never been with 
thee. Nevertheless we will go for- 
ward to thy neighbor's and see 
this shepherd's son who bides with 
thee." 

Then, bidding Reuel go before to 
show the way, he led his followers 
out; they leaped one and all upon 
their horses, and the invaded home 
was clear of them at last. In- 
stantly Michal ran to the wine- 
press and uncovered Almon's face. 

"How farest thou, my dear 
lord?" she asked in great concern. 

He answered that his head ached, 
and, seeing that he had been breath- 
ing with no small difficulty, she 
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thrust her hands beneath him and 
lifted him out. 

"Go quickly into the fields and 
hide thyself ere these men return," 
she urged. "Lie in a shock of 
wheat till night, and then perad- 
venture thou mayest return with 
safety." 

So did the boy, glad to get clear 
of the wine-press, and not even a 
servant belonging to the house saw 
him as he escaped to the fields. 
Burrowing into a pile of fresh-cut 
grain, he lay there for an hour, 
well hidden from the eye of any 
who might chance to pass that 
way, although his face was suf- 
ficiently exposed to the outer air 
for easy breathing. 

Had he remained in his place till 
night, all might have been well, 
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for the disappointed soldiers, listen- 
ing to some cunning tale to account 
for the disappearance of the so- 
called shepherd boy, would doubt- 
less have given up the quest, and 
returned to Hebron. But the boy 
was of an active spirit, and he 
soon wearied of the solitude and 
loneliness he was now compelled to 
endure. It occurred to him to shift 
his hiding-place and carry out his 
first suggestion, to run back to the 
hills and climb one of the tall cedar 
trees. How much more inspiriting 
would be such an adventure than 
lying where he was, in the dusty 
wheat! If the wicked men were 
gone, as Michal had said, to the 
house of Hiram, which was far 
away, who was there to see him 
as he ran across the field and up 
among the hills ? 
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Persuaded by such child's rea- 
soning, the boy abandoned his safe 
covert, and his hurrying little 
figure was exposed against the hill- 
side just as the returning troop of 
horsemen appeared on the road 
near Reuel's house. Quick were 
they to see him, to poor Reuel's 
dismay, and, moved by growing 
suspicions, Arnon determined that 
the distant figure should be run to 
earth, whether he proved to be the 
real object of their quest or merely 
a shepherd's child, as had been 
asserted. 

The little fugitive soon heard the 
pursuers on his track, and he ran 
breathlessly up hill and down dale, 
until he reached the cover of an 
extensive forest on the moun- 
tain side. Here he halted a few 
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momentSy panting hard and listen- 
ing to the echoing hoof -strokes of 
the coming horses. With neither 
strength nor time for further flight, 
he looked about him anxiously for 
a place of concealment. 

Not far away stood a lofty cedar, 
the trunk of which was much too 
large to admit the clasp of the 
arms of even a man, but Almon's 
quick eye noted a hoary parasitic 
vine, almost as large around as his 
own arm, running upward far into 
the tree, and he lost no time in 
swinging his weight upon it and 
clambering steadily up by its 
means. Once among the lower 
branches of the cedar, he found 
it an easy matter to ascend almost 
to the top and sit there between 
forked branches entirely screened 
from view. 
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Louder and louder sounded the 
hoof -strokes on the flinty hill-sides, 
and the boy literally quaked with 
fear when presently several dimly- 
seen horsemen crashed through the 
underbrush beneath him. But he 
breathed more freely on seeing 
that no one stopped, and that ap- 
parently no one even looked up to 
discover him in the tree. This was 
doubtless owing to the nearness of 
the tall cedar to the edge of the 
forest, and the probable expecta- 
tion that the fugitive would pene- 
trate deeper before he sought a 
hiding-place. Some distance far- 
ther on, however, the pursuers 
seemed to halt, certain of them dis- 
mounted to make a more thorough 
search, and there was much incau- 
tious shouting. 
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As he waited breathless, the 
shouting and calling grew fainter 
steadily, and the boy comprehend- 
ed that the distance between him 
and his enemies was every moment 
widening. At last he heard them 
no more at all, and exulted to 
think that he had successfully 
eluded them. But as yet he dared 
not descend from the tree. 

The troop of horsemen had ap- 
peared at the house of Reuel about 
mid-afternoon, and now the sun 
was red upon the western hills. 
As the twiUght gathered, the boy 
considered what to do, the more 
anxiously as he shuddered to think 
of remaining in the woods after 
dark. It might be that the cruel 
soldiers would wait and watch for 
him at the house throughout the 
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night, and it were wiser to remain 
abroad; but he felt that he must 
at least quit the fast-darkening 
forest, which he already began to 
people with fancied terrors, and 
which would indeed be full of real 
dangers. He must reach the open 
hill-side, whence he could return to 
the fields, and there burrow again 
into a heap of grain, and find rest 
and sleep. 

There was wisdom in this plan, 
but the boy was loath to move, and 
delayed too long, fearing some of 
his pursuers might still be on the 
watch for him on the borders of 
the wood. When he finally came 
down out of the tree, it had grown 
quite dark, and in the agitation of 
his fears he lost his sense of direc- 
tion. 
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As he hurried forward, the dry 
leaves and twigs cracking harshly 
beneath his tread, it seemed to Al- 
mon's excited fancy that huge spir- 
its of the realm of night, dread 
things without name or positive 
form, started up on every side, lis- 
tening with bent heads and whis- 
pering to each other as he passed. 
Nay, now and again they stretched 
out their transparent arms to grasp 
him, and he, leaping forward in 
mad fear and haste, knew not 
whither he went. 

And so, at length, he emerged 
from the dense shades of the forest 
at a point far removed from the 
place where he had entered, and 
ran on heedlessly in a direction al- 
most the reverse of that he should 
have taken. 



CHAPTER IV 

The Little Fugitivt^s Strange Adventures 

When the moon rose, Almon found 
himself among bleak, rocky hills, 
without one landmark to indicate 
which way he should turn. And 
so, in growing bewilderment and 
distress, he wandered on, panting, 
fearing, now and then shaken with 
sobs, and blinded with tears. Too 
weary to go further at last, he sat 
down in an open spot, where the 
moonlight had full play, and wept 
as he prayed for help. 

Growing more calm ere long, he 
looked up at the glowing face of 
the moon and at the few faint 
stars, and in the brightness radi- 
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ating from them he found the 
blessedness of returning hope. He 
felt safer now. Would not the God 
of Judah, Who had fashioned those 
heavenly lights with His own 
hands, protect the sole surviving 
prince of the royal house He had 
ordained to rule at Jerusalem? 
Confidingly the boy lay down to 
sleep, but did not. He could not 
forget that the moon was above, 
looking down on him; its bright 
rays seemed constantly to steal be- 
tween his closed eyelids, bidding 
him hope, but also inviting him to 
wakefulness. He was too excited 
to sleep. Moreover he presently 
grew cold. 

As once he sat up to look about 
him, he saw in the shadow of a 
neighboring rock the two gleaming 
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eyes of a skulking jackal or hyena, 
and, as lie started up, there came 
the sound of a low guttural growl. 
Thereupon the poor boy fled fast 
and far, till he reached what he 
fancied might be a safer spot. 
But he had scarce halted when he 
saw more gleaming eyes in the 
shadow of other rocks, and so ran 
on again until his life became a 
burden from weariness and fear. 

He hardly dared stop and rest 
anywhere, for, as the night ad- 
vanced, the number of wild ani- 
mals abroad seemed to increase. 
Not only did he see the blaze of 
their eyes in dark cavernous 
places, but occasionally his acute 
hearing detected now a growl, now 
sustained uproar as if of some 
fierce, distant struggle, and once he 
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heard far away a hoarse roar that 
betokened a lion issuing from his 
lair. 

And now a cloud grew across the 
sky, covering the moon and stars, 
and darkness surrounded the lost 
boy, whose spirit already was 
bruised and beaten with the ter- 
rors of the night. As the light 
faded all away, he stood on the 
borders of another forest, not dar- 
ing to go forward and afraid to 
turn back. But while crouching 
down in the collapse of absolute 
despair, he was attracted to a light 
somewhere within or beyond the 
forest growth in front of him. 

Standing once more erect, Almon 
watched it eagerly, and becoming 
convinced that it was not the fiery 
eye of some wild creature, but the 
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light of a distant fire, he stole 
guardedly forward. He hoped that 
it might proceed from a house, or, 
at the least, that it was the camp 
fire of some belated shepherd. In 
any case, to draw near was to place 
himself within call of help, should 
he be attacked by marauding 
beasts. The fire proved to be 
nearer than it had at first seemed. 
The boy had gone no great dis- 
tance when he saw the light 
momentarily obscured by a hu- 
man figure passing before it, and 
shortly after this he made out 
that it burned in the mouth of a 
cave in a precipitous rocky hill- 
side. 

Within a hundred feet of the 
cavern's mouth he crouched down 
and hesitated, afraid to venture 
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any nearer, but comforted to feel 
that there was a human presence 
within the sound of his voice. He 
had halted behind what he sup- 
posed to be a low mound, but 
when his hands touched it, he dis- 
covered it to be a pile of cut grass, 
and concluded that the inmates 
of the cavern had shortly been 
reaping on a neighboring hill-side. 
However this might be, Almon felt 
at last that he was favored by for- 
tune. To have a pile of sweet- 
smelling grass to sleep in, within 
call of living humanity, was ely- 
sian after the past horrors of the 
night. 

Without a moment's hesitation 
he burrowed into the heap of cut 
grass, until all but his face was 
deeply covered. With the almost 
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immediate sense of warmth came 
a delicious feeling of languor, and 
in a few minutes he fell into a 
sound sleep. Awakened at last by 
some disturbing sound, he reluc- 
tantly opened his eyes to find that 
the light of dawn was penetrating 
the wood. He stretched himself 
and yawned, lay quiet for a few 
minutes, then lifted himself on his 
knees, and peered forth. 

The mound of grass was within 
three feet of a path leading up to 
the mouth of the cave, from which 
was now issuing a bent, withered 
old woman dressed in a dark, loose 
gown. She carried a water-skin, 
and, having hobbled along the path 
until she reached a spring down in 
a hollow not far away, she fell on 
her knees and proceeded to fill it. 
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Her dark brown face was a sea 
of wrinkles, suggesting a bit of 
dry, finely-corrugated leather. Her 
thin, crooked nose was like the 
beak of a bird of prey, and her 
glassy, squinting black eyes swam 
within diseased lids, very red and 
raw-looking, A hairy lip and pro- 
truding teeth further added to her 
ugliness. As she passed near Al- 
mon, he heard her whispering and 
jabbering to herself in a most 
curious way, intensifying her un- 
canny and repulsive aspect. The 
boy felt intuitively afraid of her, 
but the odor of stewing meal now 
issuing from the mouth of the cave 
excited him to boldness, he having 
eaten nothing since noon on the 
previous day. 
And so, as she was returning 
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with the water, he rose suddenly 
out of the mound of grass, and 
stepped into the path before her. 
At sight of him the old hag dropped 
her water-skin and fell back a step, 
muttering and blinking. Then she 
jerked her head forward like a half- 
blind hen seeking a perch at twi- 
light, and stared hard, as if only 
half believing. 

" What spirit art thou that riseth 
out of the earth at morn?" she 
ejaculated in a harsh, quavering 
voice. 

"Give me to eat," said Almon, 
"and I will gather thee sticks for 
thy fire." 

"Who art thou?" 

" I am called Almon at the house 
of the shepherd Reuel." 

"What dost thou here?" she 
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asked, convinced at last that she 
had to deal with a mortal. 

*' Yesternight I lost my way, and 
have wandered I know not where." 

"Thou art no shepherd's son," 
she then said, looking intently into 
his face. She clutched his arm as 
she spoke, her long nails pinching 
his flesh so that he thought of her 
hand as the claw of a beast. 

" Give me to eat and let me go," 
he said, struggling. 

She let go of him then, took up 
her water-skin, and hobbled on. 
"Come, then, and eat, my pretty 
boy," she said. 

He followed after her warily, lik- 
ing not her continued whispering 
and low jabbering, and still less 
the ghoulish smile with which she 
turned every few moments and 
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surveyed him. But his hunger had 
every moment increased, and he 
could not resist the savory odor 
issuing from the cavern. Enter- 
ing after her, he saw a fire some 
twenty feet within, dimly outlined 
walls on either hand, and a black 
vacancy beyond. Over the fire 
swung an iron pot, and around it 
were spread several large rush 
mats. Bidding the boy sit down, 
the old woman hobbled over to the 
left side of the cave, and came 
back with a rude earthen dish, into 
which she dipped a portion of the 
stewing meat in the pot, and set it 
before her little guest. She also 
offered him bread, grapes, and 
wine, and the famished child ate 
and drank with an eagerness that 
was new in his experience. 



78 Lost Prince Almon 

The result of this was that a 
torpor of body and mind soon over- 
came him, and he cared little that 
meanwhile the old hag sat by, and 
watched him with her ghoulish, 
gloating smile. While he ate, he 
asked her how to reach the high- 
way leading from Hebron to Jeru- 
salem, and she readily promised to 
show him ; but after his eyelids 
drooped, and he lounged back upon 
the mat, and so presently fell fast 
asleep, she rose with an eerie laugh 
and stood over him, muttering : 

" Nay, nay, my pretty boy. Those 
that await thy coming may wait in 
vain. Azubah, the accursed, hath 
not great need of thee, but thou 
shalt abide with her until Benoni 
comes. Peradventure the Syrian 
merchants will pay well for thee." 
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When Almon awoke, he found 
himself lying on a bed of straw 
some distance further within the 
cave. At first he did not know 
where he was, for near the point 
where he lay the rough, uneven 
floor abruptly descended two feet 
or more, and he could no longer 
see the opening that led to the 
outer air, nor even the old woman's 
fire, although flickering light from 
the latter played upon the pointed 
stalactites hanging from the roof 
above him. Not until he sat up 
was he able to command a view 
of the forward part of the cave and 
ascertain that he had been removed 
a distance of at least a hundred 
yards. 

The fire burned low, and the old 
woman was not to be seen. Per- 
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haps she was without, and he could 
now slip away unobserved; and 
Almon thought this would be wise, 
for, in spite of her fair promises, 
he felt afraid and distrustful of 
her. As he rose to his feet with 
this intention in mind, he first 
became aware of the cords that 
bound his hands together. A rope 
was also tied around his waist, and 
he needed only to move a few 
inches in order to find that the 
other end was secured round a 
vertical stalagmite that rose some 
twelve feet from the ground. He 
strove hard to break away, but 
neither the rope nor the column 
of stone gave way. 

The boy little dreamed that the 
latter had been slowly growing 
taller and taller, during thousands 
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of years, from the earthy sediment 
contained in the water dripping in 
single drops from the stone roof 
above. These curious formations 
hung down from above, and rose 
from the floor beneath, in varying 
lengths and great numbers, begin- 
ning somewhere between the boy 
and the fire and continuing back 
into the cave to the point where 
their outlines were lost in black va- 
cancy. In the neighborhood of the 
fire the floor was free of them and 
comparatively smooth. 

Almon had little leisure to de- 
plore his captivity before the old 
woman's return. In the pale light 
of the cave's circular mouth, which 
framed the welcome outlines of a 
tree, her bent flgure shortly ap^ 
peared. She was jabbering as be- 
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fore, and now and then laughed 
harshly. She threw some fresh 
sticks on the fire, and, as the light 
blazed up, the boy saw that she 
held a bag in her hand. Squatting 
on a mat, she put her hand into 
the bag, and drew out a small liv- 
ing animal resembling a squirrel or 
large rat. At the same time she 
uttered twice or thrice a curious, 
shrill cry, as if to call some dumb 
creature to her side. 

No sooner had she done this than 
Almon's eye was drawn to a shad- 
owy figure gliding over the ground 
from a gloomy recess at the right 
side of the cave, and as it entered 
the circle of light, he saw it to be a 
large black serpent fully ten feet 
in length. He looked on horrified 
and dumb as the old hag then 
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placed the little squeaking animal 
on the ground, and held it until the 
fascination of the snake's eye had 
mastered it. The hideous black rep- 
tile made no effort to seize promptly 
upon its prey, but lay quiet, as if 
confiding and exulting in its power 
to charm. No less confident and 
exultant was the old woman. She 
sat grinning and gloating over the 
doomed little animal as it uttered 
its pitiful squeak, ran off a little 
way, and came back again, each 
time a few inches nearer than be- 
fore, until finally it leaped into the 
serpent's open mouth, and was 
swallowed. 

Laughing and mumbling in ec- 
stasy, the old woman put her hand 
into the bag again, and drew forth 
a struggling bird of the size of a 
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robin. This was also put on the 
ground, and held until caught by 
that mysterious, deadly charm re- 
siding in the reptile's eyes. The 
boy wondered that the poor bird did 
not fly. Though it used its wings 
and struggled f renziedly, it seemed 
unable to do more than flutter back 
and forth within short range of the 
gaping mouth that ere long closed 
upon it, amid the derisive laughter 
of the fiendish old woman, who put 
her hand on the serpent's head, and 
patted it affectionately as it coiled 
itself up, and then lay quiet. 

Poor Almon could stand no more, 
and cried out on the sudden with a 
shuddering sob : " God of Judah, 
save me!" Instantly the old wo- 
man started up, her hideous face 
distorted with anger and fear, and 
came hobbling toward him. 
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" What have I done to thee that 
thou shouldst use me thus?" the 
boy asked piteously, as he shrank 
back from her. " Let me go ! " 

"What hast thou done?" she 
squeaked. " Thou art beautiful, and 
hast friends who love thee, there- 
fore I hate thee." • 

"Who art thou?" 

" I am Azubah, the witch. Men 
call me accursed, but it suffices me 
that I have power over them," she 
said, with her harsh laugh. " Let 
thee go, fair boy? Not I. Not till 
Benoni comes, and then he may take 
thee to serve him, or sell thee to the 
Syrian merchants." 

"Who is Benoni?" asked the sob- 
bing boy, welcoming any change 
from his present strait. 
"Aha! Thou provest that thou 
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art no neighboring shepherd's son. 
None there be in all this region of 
the south that has not heard the 
fame of Benoni, the robber chief." 



CHAPTER V 

How the Witch Called up the Ghost of the 
Ltttle Prince 

The boy made no answer, and fur- 
ther speech on the part of Azubah 
was prevented by the sound of a 
halloo thrice repeated outside the 
cavern's mouth. Leaving Almon 
alone with his terrors, the old wo- 
man hobbled away. Just outside 
the cave she found a man, whose 
shrinking manner and evident su- 
perstitious fear and horror were lit- 
tle in keeping with his helmet and 
shield, his sword and bow, and the 
other accoutrements of a soldier. 

"Art thou Azubah, the witch?" 
he asked fearfully. 
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" So men say." 

" My lord Arnon, of Queen Atha- 
liah's troop, is yonder, and would 
consult thee. He hath heard thy 
fame in Hebron." 

"He would consult the witch in 
spite of the law, even he ! " laughed 
old Azubah, mockingly. " Well, he 
has gold; let him come. Bring him 
hither." 

A few minutes later Almon saw 
the figures of the old woman and a 
soldier of commanding form sil- 
houetted against the whiteness of 
the cavern's mouth, but they spoke 
in low tones, and he was too far 
away to hear what passed between 
them. 

" Canst thou call up the spirits of 
the dead?" the captain named Ar- 
non was at that moment inquiring. 
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" Canst thou cleave a man's skull 
with thy sword?" the old woman 
responded, chuckling. " Thou hast 
thy trade; I have mine. Where- 
fore, thinkest thou, do men call me 
a witch ? Did not the witch of En- 
dor call up the spirit of the prophet 
Samuel at the bidding of King 
Saul? Waste not thy time in idle 
questions. To thy business." 

Thereupon Arnon proceeded to 
relate how he had come from Jeru- 
salem at Athaliah's command in 
order to capture the person of the 
young pretender calling himself Je- 
hoash, son of Ahaziah. Yesterday 
he had chased into a neighboring 
forest a boy who had of late so- 
journed with the shepherd Reuel, 
and was believed to be the young 
prince in disguise. The fugitive 
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had eluded his pursuers, but to-day 
the bones of a child had been found 
on a neighboring hill-side, having 
evidently been devoured by wild 
beasts only a few hours before. 
Now, were these bones those of the 
boy that yesterday had fled from 
the house of the shepherd Reuel, 
and was that boy the young pre- 
tender in disguise ? 

" I would know this," said Arnon, 
*'that the Queen may be once for 
all delivered from her alarms." 

The red, squinting eyes of the 
old hag danced as she listened, and 
her long, straggling teeth were un- 
covered in a hideous grin of tri- 
umph. 

"Canst thou tell me?" demanded 
the captain. " Canst thou call him 
up, and assure me if indeed he be 
dead?" 
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" Nay, if he be dead, not only will 
I call him up, but thine own eyes 
shall see him," was the prompt as- 
surance. "But," added Azubah, 
with a cunning leer, ''thou must 
give me gold, and promise me thy 
protection against mine enemies, 
should I call on thee." 

Some coins of gold were offered 
her instantly, but not until after 
he had shown hesitation and she 
had firmly insisted, did Arnon make 
the required promise. 

"Now, do thou tarry here a while 
till I go within and prepare," she 
then directed him, grinning hide- 
ously in her satisfaction. Before 
withdrawing, she informed him 
with an air of great mystery that a 
fire made of the charcoal of burned 
bats must be built, and a powder 
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thrown upon the flames concocted 
from serpents' skins, a lion's heart, 
the tongues of adders, strange roots 
and herbs, and other charms that 
could not be named, being known 
"only to Azubah and the fiends." 
Brave soldier though he was, the 
brawny Arnon listened in horror 
and with creeping flesh, and awaited 
the witch's return in a fever of 
vague apprehension and dread. 

Hobbling within, Azubah made 
straight for Almon's couch of straw. 
" Promise me," she said to him ur- 
gently, "that at my bidding thou 
wilt rise up, and presently lie down 
again, and I in turn give thee my 
word that within the hour I will let 
thee go thy ways." 

Not comprehending what was in- 
tended, the boy readily agreed to 
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do her bidding, and listened with 
attention as she gave him further 
and more explicit directions as to 
the part he was to play. The old 
woman then collected some resinous 
bark, and piled it on a mass of 
stone within three or four feet of 
the boy's position, between him and 
the outer portion of the cave. Set- 
ting fire to the bark and delaying 
only to see that it would burn 
brightly, she hobbled away, grin- 
ning and jabbering, and passed out 
through the mouth of the cavern. 
It was hardly a minute later 
when she reappeared, followed by 
the fearful and hesitating soldier. 
Then she brought an earthen dish 
filled with a greyish powder from 
a dark recess on the left side of the 
cave. 
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" Do thou stand here," she whis- 
pered, when the two had approached 
within ten feet of the fire just built 
on the stones. 

Drawing nearer herself, she threw 
several handf uls of the grey powder 
on the flames, with the result that 
they leaped up and brightened, 
sending up clouds of dark smoke. 
The air was at once pervaded with 
a curious, sickening odor. Then, 
after some unintelligible mutter- 
ing and jabbering, the pretended 
necromancer cried in a loud, harsh 
voice: 

"Rise, son of Ahaziah! Rise 
from thy sleep of death. Prince 
Jehoash ! " 

Then the stout Arnon started 
back with trembling hands and 
quaking knees, crying out in fear. 
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as the outlines of the head and 
shoulders of a beautiful boy 
appeared among the dark wreaths 
of smoke above the fire. 

"'Tishe! 'Tistrue! He hath the 
face of King Ahaziah, his father ! " 

So cried in mortal terror the 
brave captain of Queen Athaliah's 
soldiers, and turning, fled from his 
place and out by the door of the 
cave. Whereupon the old witch 
fell into an ecstasy of rejoicing 
over the success of her fraud. Seat- 
ing herself, she rocked her body 
back and forth, chuckling in her 
delight, and anon — when the fleeing 
soldier was beyond ear-shot — laugh- 
ing loud and long, the harsh rever- 
berations of her unnatural voice 
sounding back from the remotest 
recesses of the cave. 
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The fire of bark was quick to burn 
itself out, and not a spark was left 
when the old woman rose and 
approached the bewildered boy. 

"All hail, Prince Jehoash ! " cried 
she, with a mocking obeisance. 
" Now I know why thou hadst not 
the face of a common shepherd's 
child. Dost thou understand that 
I, even I, Azubah, the witch, have 
saved thee from thine enemies? 
Henceforth they believe thee dead, 
and will seek thee no more. Did I 
not call thee up from the world of 
shades," she continued, bursting 
into her harsh laugh, "and show 
thee to the captain of Queen Atha- 
liah's troop, who yesterday sought 
thee out to slay thee? Come, say 
now what thou wilt do in return 
for so great a service?" 
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"What can I do?" asked the 
wondering boy. " I am a prisoner 
in thy hands." 

"Swear to me, that when thou 
art king, thou wilt do me no hurt, 
that thou wilt protect me against 
all mine enemies, and within the 
hour I shall send thee home to the 
shepherd Reuel. Come, make a 
league with me, my lord prince." 

"No league can I make with 
thee," answered the boy stoutly, 
after a pause and a mental struggle, 
"for thy trade is an abomination 
in the land. So it is ordained in the 
Law, my teachers have told me." 

" Then never shalt thou be king, 
for I will kill thee ! " screamed the 
old woman, with evidences of fierce 
rage frightful to behold. "With 
my own hands I will cut thee into 
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bits, and feed thee to my serpent 
and my vulture." 

The boy shrank away from her, 
for her claw-like hands threatened 
him, and her words so terrified him 
that he was tempted to yield and 
give the required promise. And 
then, as he cowered and wavered, 
the recollection suddenly returned 
to him of how he had been saved 
from the lion, and he said within 
himself : "I am a prince of Judah, 
and God is with me; I will not 
fear." 

"Art thou a fool," continued 
Azubah furiously, "that thou 
hopest to escape from my hand? 
Who is there that is able to find 
thee and deliver thee ?" 

"The God of Judah." 

As the confiding boy uttered 
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these words with solemn emphasis, 
the old woman shrank back shud- 
dering, evidently moved by fear. 

" Hush ! " she ejaculated. " Name 
not that name." 

"Thou fearest it," answered the 
boy with greater confidence, seeing 
how she still shrank away. 

She was manifestly alarmed, but 
found courage to repeat her threat 
as she turned to go. " Hark thee, 
I have spoken," quoth she. " Think 
well upon what I require of thee. 
It is but a little thing. Thou goest 
not forth from this cave alive till 
thou makest this league with me." 

As she hobbled away, Almon 
saw a great black bird, resembling 
a vulture, fly in at the cavern's 
mouth and run nimbly about on 
its feet, feeding upon the refuse 
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of food in the neighborhood of the 
fire. It did not retreat as the 
woman drew near, but ran to her 
familiarly, and presently ate out of 
her hand. Evidently it was no less 
a pet than the serpent. The boy 
was startled to see the witch sit 
down beside the coiled-up snake, 
touching it caressingly with her 
right hand, while she fondled the 
bird with her left, meanwhile jab- 
bering and chuckling with every 
appearance of contentment and 
happiness. She called each of 
them by name, and Almon was 
filled with still greater horror, 
when he at length made out that 
she was addressing the serpent 
as "Judah" and the vulture as 
"Israel." It seemed to him that 
this witch's cavern must be the 
very mouth of hell. 
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Throwing himself down on the 
straw, the boy prayed for help and 
wept by turns. Growing calm 
anon, for a long while he lay still 
and watched the grotesque and 
enormous shadows cast on the 
walls and roof of the cave by the 
figure of the witch, as she moved 
about the fire. When the shadow 
no longer moved, he rose to his 
feet, and discovered the old woman 
lying asleep on a mat, the pet 
snake coiled up on one side of her, 
and the vulture nestling on the 
other. At this moment Almon 
heard a sound as of something 
crawling in the darkness near him, 
and he fell to trembling and shrink- 
ing at the thought, that it might be 
another reptile, and that it would 
doubtless attack him there in the 
uncertain light. 
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Edging away as far as he could 
in the opposite direction, he trod on 
a sharp stone, so sharp indeed that 
it wounded his foot slightly, and 
cut one of his sandal-thongs. A 
hopeful idea crossed his mind, and 
kneeling down, he felt for the stone 
with the fingers of his bound 
hands. He located it at once, and 
was overjoyed to find that, though 
solidly fixed in the earth, it had a 
thin, blade-like angle, sharp enough, 
he believed, to saw the cords that 
bound him. 

Resting on his knees, he there- 
fore placed the fingers of his two 
hands carefully on either side of 
the stone, and, pressing down hard, 
drew his bonds back and forth 
along the sharp angle. He found 
the task more diflScult than he had 
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expected, but after a hard struggle 
one of the cords gave way, then 
another, and in about twenty min- 
utes his hands were entirely free. 
The knot at his waist proved 
very obstinate, having been tight- 
ened the more when he strained at 
the rope on first discovering that 
he was a prisoner, and after a fruit- 
less struggle of some minutes he 
abandoned the effort to untie it. 
Thereupon he began to saw the 
rope along the edge of the sharp 
stone, and after long-continued 
effort the cutting of it in this 
way was accomplished. Still bound 
about the waist and with a bit of 
rope trailing down to his feet, he 
crept forward out of the cave, 
hoping to pass the sleeping old 
woman unobserved. 
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But his hope was vain. The 
vulture was instantly startled, flap- 
ping its wings and shying away as 
he approached, while the serpent 
lifted its head, shot out its tongue, 
and a wave-like motion coursed 
through its coils. The commotion 
awakened the witch, and, getting 
upon her feet with a nimbleness 
quite unexpected in her, she rushed 
forward to intercept the boy's 
flight. 

But he was determined not to be 
taken without a struggle. As she 
planted herself in his path with 
hands outstretched to seize him, 
he suddenly lowered his head and 
leaped toward her like a ram, 
butting her somewhere about her 
knees. The result was that she 
collapsed at once, falling over him 
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upon her face and fluttering on 
the ground with the helplessness 
of a decapitated hen. He at once 
leaped over the gliding reptile, and 
made good his escape through the 
opening of the cave. 

"Stop! Thou Shalt not go!" he 
heard the old witch shriek in 
impotent rage, as he ran wildly 
down the slope, and entered the 
forest. 

Looking once over his shoulder, 
he saw her for the last time, as 
she ran from the mouth of the cave 
screaming and gesticulating, the 
vulture fluttering over her head, 
and the snake trailing at her heels. 
The boy looked back no more, and 
ran faster still. But even while 
he ran, and was not yet sure of 
his own safety, he made solemn 
resolve within himself : 
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"When I am king, I will surely 
root out all the witches from this 
land." 



CHAPTER VI 

What Befell on the Highway 

Almon ran madly through the for- 
est, terrified to think that the ser- 
pent might overtake him, if the 
witch did not, and inclose him round 
in its horrid coils. The old woman's 
cries grew fainter, and anon he 
heard them no more, nor heard any- 
other indication of continued pur- 
suit. But still the boy ran on, 
through the woods, across an open 
hill-side, down a dale, then up again 
and on, still on, till he panted like a 
hunted stag, and weary to despera- 
tion, fell prone on the ground be- 
neath a palm tree, feeling that it 
were as well to be caught as to die 
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from an agonizing struggle to be 
free. 

The pain in his side being eased, 
and his breath coming in less 
strained gasps, ere long he sat up 
and looked about him. Then he 
observed that he rested on a rocky 
hill, with bits of greensward here 
and there and a few graceful palms 
in the view, rising upward slenderly 
and spreading their feathery crests 
against the deep blue sky behind 
them. It was mid-afternoon, and 
bright sunlight showered on the 
nearer objects, while a blue haze 
enveloped the more distant hill-tops. 

As he tugged at the knotted rope 
round his waist, the boy looj^ed 
keenly about him, pleased with the 
scene and thinking how beautiful 
this land was that had been given 
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to his people. Yet how many of 
his people were undeserving of it, 
for here was he, the lawful prince, 
a fugitive from the hand of wicked 
men and, though a mere child, a 
wanderer in wild places, every hour 
in fear of his life ! 

Almon observed that a small pool 
of water lay in the valley between 
him and the neighboring hill, and 
that a road led past it. He could 
see this highway where it appeared 
around some upright rocks, and he 
scanned its winding course for two 
or three hundred yards, till it was 
lost to view behind a tree-covered 
elevation. It was vacant, but it led 
somewhere, and as soon as he had 
rested, he determined to descend 
and follow it till he met a traveller 
who could direct him to Hebron. 
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He now noticed a pink flamingo 
that had been standing in the green 
papyrus and rushes on the borders 
of the pool suddenly lift itself and 
fly rapidly away. Immediately 
afterward a deer broke from a strip 
of woods near the water, fled across 
the road, and disappeared. This 
seemed to indicate a lurking beast 
of prey in the immediate vicinity, 
and the boy felt that it would be- 
hoove him to be wary when he 
descended to the road. 

By the time the rope had been 
untied, and cast finally from him, 
Almon discovered that he was very 
hungry. Some purple clusters of 
wild grapes hung from a vine over- 
running a tree within a short dis- 
tance, and though scarcely ripe and 
very tart, they were sufficient to 
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satisfy his craving for food. He 
was now on the point of descending 
to the road, when a caravan ap- 
peared slowly round the bend, and 
he stopped short, loath to hazard 
the good-will of the travellers. Al- 
ready experience had taught him 
that danger lurked in every direc- 
tion and in every guise. 

The caravan consisted of two 
camels and four pack-asses, all la- 
den with merchandise, and each 
bound to the other by a long con- 
necting rope. On the saddle of the 
foremost camel sat an unarmed, 
elderly man, and ahead of him, on 
horses, rode four guards armed with 
swords, shields, and bows. The 
former was no doubt a merchant 
transporting his goods under con- 
voy of four hired soldiers. Almon 
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did not understand that the trou- 
blous times and the prevalence of 
robbers necessitated these guards, 
and though he would gladly have 
run down and appealed to the old 
merchant for protection, had the 
latter been alone, the presence of 
the mounted soldiers stayed his feet, 
for they at once suggested the troop 
sent out by Queen Athaliah to cap- 
ture him. 

And well it was that he held back, 
for as the caravan came abreast of 
the pool, on a sudden, with loud 
shouts, a band of men, not less than 
twenty in number, rose out of the 
brush, and charged upon the travel- 
lers with brandished weapons. The 
camels and asses shrank back and 
huddled together, trembling, while 
the four mounted guards faced 
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bravely round and shot their arrows. 
But a volley of arrows had already 
sped through the air, and two of 
the horses went down sorely wound- 
ed. Then followed great din and 
confusion of flying arrows, flashing 
swords, shouts, curses, struggling 
men, and plunging horses. 

It was like a horrid, swiftly- 
changing dream to Almon, who 
never before had seen men striving 
in mortal combat. The merchant's 
guards fought stoutly, but the am- 
bushed party outnumbered them 
five to one, and furiously beset them 
on every side, until the last one was 
thrust through mortally, and lay 
weltering in his own blood and that 
of the two horses. 

Such shameless cruelty — for such 
odds could have compelled sur- 
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render with little or no bloodshed — 
excited the old merchant to bold- 
ness, and when the din of the 
struggle had ceased, his voice was 
heard reviling and cursing the rob- 
bers for a set of inhuman butchers. 
Whereupon they aimed their bows 
at him, and Almon feared the old 
man's life was forfeit like the lives 
of the rest. But the voice of the 
leader of the band was now heard 
commanding them to hold. 

The old merchant failed not to 
pay the penalty of his rashness, 
however. His camel was made to 
kneel down, and he was dragged 
off and beaten. Then the robbers 
stripped him of his clothes, head 
covering, sandals, everything save 
only one undergarment, left upon 
him out of very shame for his grey 
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hairs. Thus he was lifted upon 
one of his asses, and bound there, 
facing the animars tail — than 
which men acknowledged no great- 
er personal humiliation and dis- 
grace in that day. All this com- 
pleted, the poor ass, being set upon 
with sticks, raced off down the 
road, and so passed out of sight. 

Then the robbers unloaded the 
two camels and the other asses, 
and tore open the rolls of merchan- 
dise. Selecting what goods they 
cared to take, they loaded them on 
two of the asses, and leading these 
after them, marched hastily along 
the road in the direction the poor 
merchant had been carried, and so 
passed from Almon's view. The 
sole remaining ass presently fol- 
lowed them, as did more leisurely 
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the two camels, after halting once 
or twice to bite into prickly pear 
bushes along the roadside in reck- 
less disregard of the thorns. 

The two horses that had escaped 
harm had long since broken away 
and fled, and now no living thing 
was left on the scene— nothing but 
the bodies of the four hapless guards, 
the two dead horses, and the re- 
jected merchandise, which lay scat- 
tered about the road. And the poor 
lost boy upon the hill sobbed deso- 
lately as he looked down upon it. 
What dreadful things were done in 
this land over which he was born 
to rule! 

"When I am king," he thought 
within himself, " these things shall 
be no more. Every robber shall 
be hunted down, if God will make 
me strong enough." 
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Anon he was distracted from 
such thoughts by sounds of fresh 
conflict in the distance. Shouts, 
and shrieks, and the clash of arms 
came to him from the direction 
in which the robbers had gone. 
Either they were attacking another 
caravan, or they had encountered a 
party of soldiers, and were engaged 
in deadly combat with them. For 
some minutes the discordant sounds 
continued without pause, then grew 
fainter and more occasional, and 
finally were heard no more, the 
silence that followed seeming to 
speak yet more harshly to the an- 
guished boy of danger, desolation, 
and death. 

He was hesitating what to do, 
whether to descend to the death- 
strewn highway, or retire back 
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among the inhospitable hills, when 
his eyes were attracted to a human 
figure which now appeared on the 
road from the direction whence 
the caravan had come. The new- 
comer was an old man with a long 
white beard, dressed in a loose, 
flowing robe of grey color. He 
leaned heavily on a staff, and 
seemed feeble and travel-worn. 
As he neared the pool, and his 
eyes alighted on the dead bodies 
and the scattered merchandise, he 
stopped short, lifted his hands, 
and rent the bosom of his robe. 
Then, uttering a cry of anguish, 
which Almon heard faintly, he 
fell prostrate on the borders of 
the road, where, after taking up 
a handful of dust and sprinkling 
it on his head, he lay still. 
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"Poor old man," thought the 
boy, moved deeply to pity. "He 
is the friend of the slain and, it 
may be, the owner of the stolen 
goods." 

After watching the motionless 
figure for some time, Almon for- 
got every fear for his own safety, 
and determined to go down and 
do whatever he could to comfort 
the despairing old man, if so be 
he yet lived. With this object in 
view he plucked some bunches of 
the ripest grapes, and stole warily 
down to the highway. Making a 
detour in order to avoid passing near 
the dead soldiers, he kneeled down 
over the prostrate figure, and was 
pleased to find a face of benevolent 
and kindly cast, though now dis- 
torted with grief. The eyes were 
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closed, but the bosom heaved, and 
the boy heard the sound of heavily- 
drawn breaths. 

"What aileth thee, my father?" 
asked Almon softly, and as the 
eyes opened, he put forward a 
bunch of the grapes, saying : "Wilt 
thou not eat and comfort thy- 
self?" 

"Hath my prayer for death in- 
deed been answered," exclaimed 
the old man after some moments, 
staring like one bewildered, "or 
art thou a divine angel sent in 
pity to this accursed spot?" 

"Thou art not dead, and thou 
seest no angel, but one whom for- 
tune doth use no less cruelly than 
it useth thee. Take of the grapes, 
and refresh thy parched lips." 

"Thou speakest with wisdom 
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above thy years, my son," said the 
old man in wonder. And then, 
taking the bunch of grapes, he ate 
them slowly, still lying feebly in 
his place. 

Without more ado the boy loosed 
the thongs and removed the old 
man^s sandals, and taking up an 
earthen vessel lying among the 
scattered articles of merchandise, 
he filled it at the pool, and, return- 
ing, washed the worn wayfarer's 
blistered feet. 

"Now may the God of Judah 
bless thee from this day," said 
the old man solemnly, after he 
had been thus ministered to, and 
had risen to a sitting posture, 
much strengthened and refreshed. 

" And may He bring to thee the 
hour when thou wilt be glad of 
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this hard day for the sake of him 
that washed thy feet," said Almon, 
no less solemnly. 

"What meanest thou ? " 

The boy, in Heu of an answer, 
offered the old man another bunch 
of grapes. 

" 'Tis passing strange," quoth the 
latter, musingly. "Thou art so 
young in limbs, yet old in speech 
and judgment. Who art thou, fair 
boy?" 

" He that suffers soon grows old," 
was the answer. "Are these thy 
friends who lie here?" the boy 
then hastened to ask. 

"Nay, I know them not, but 
none the less dost thou behold in 
me a wretched soul that hath been 
bruised and beaten by adversity. 
I am Hillel, a merchant of Jeru- 
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salem. This day at dawn, return- 
ing from Beersheba, I was set 
upon by robbers, who slew my 
guards, took away all my goods 
and beasts, and left me all but 
naked on the road through wild, 
waste places. All day I have 
struggled forward, I who am old 
and not used to walk. And so it 
was that I fell down bereft of all 
my strength, and asked but to die, 
when I came and saw that the 
same wickedness had been done 
yet more vilely here." 

"Yerily, these robbers are a 
stench in the land," said Almon 
with a face so sad and stern that 
HiUel wondered, not knowing that 
the boy was repeating his solemn 
vow to root out a crying evil from 
his country. 
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"Alas, who knoweth what the 
morrow will bring forth," con- 
tinued Hillel. "True it is that to 
be patient is better than to have 
riches. I had not patience, and 
sank under the burden of my 
afflictions, asking to die, but now, 
thanks to thee, my son, I am 
encouraged and refreshed. If I 
can but get to Hebron, where I 
have friends and merchandise, ex- 
cepting for my loss, all will yet be 
well. And thou, sweet boy, what 
wilt thou do? What dost thou in 
this accursed place, and whence 
comest thou?" 

"I lost my way, and have wan- 
dered many weary miles," was the 
guarded answer. "I looked on 
from the hill yonder while the 
robbers slew these men. I would 
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return to the house of the shep- 
herd Reuel, who dwelleth not far 
from Hebron on the side toward 
Jerusalem." 

"Then come with me, and if I 
do not send thee thither in a cha- 
riot with a servant, and with 
guards, and with silver for thy- 
self, then may the God of Judah 
forget me utterly." 

" I want no silver, but shall thank 
thee and remember thee, if thou 
wilt send me thither in safety," was 
Almon's answer. 

The old merchant rose stiffly as he 
spoke, and grasping his staff, he set 
forth on the highway accompanied 
by the boy. 



CHAPTER Vn 

The Ven8;eance of Benom 

They took the direction the robbers 
had gone, and soon neared the spot 
whence Almon had heard sounds 
of a second fierce conflict. As they 
turned the bend of the road, the old 
man, who was tall, looked ahead 
and saw what the boy did not yet 
see. Instantly he halted, uttering 
a cry of grief and horror, and put 
out his hands to stay his little com- 
panion. 
"What is it, my father?" 
" What the eyes of innocence and 
youth should not behold. Where 
is the God of Judah this day that 
the doers of this hellish iniquity are 
allowed to live?" 



The Vengeance of Benoni 1 2 7 

So saying, Hillel placed his right 
hand over the boy's eyes, drew him 
to his side, and held him fast, and 
thus they went slowly forward. A 
few moments later the boy under- 
stood that they were now walking 
in the midst of the dread scene, for 
he heard near him groans of great 
agony and cries for help. 

"Give me water ! For the love of 
Grod give me to drink ! " were the 
reiterated demands made faintly 
by three several voices. And as 
they moved steadily on: "Dost 
thou abandon us, accursed, unfeel- 
ing wretch ? " 

But the old man pushed straight 
on, leading the boy, until the cries 
grew indistinct, the road wound 
round a high mass of rock, and the 
dread spot was screened at last from 
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view. So Almon understood when 
the hand was taken from his eyes, 
and he saw nothing but the empty 
highway and the hills on either 
hand. 

" Do thou rest here, my son, while 
I return and minister to those dying 
men," said Hillel then, most gently, 
but with the air of command. 

And as the old man hastened- 
back along the highway, the boy 
stood still. For some minutes he 
remained there, wishing to obey, 
but anon, wondering and fearing, 
he took the road, and came softly 
round the rocks, till he could over- 
look the field of the late fierce con- 
flict between the robbers and their 
new foes, whose dress bespoke the 
soldiers of Queen Athaliah's troop. 
Almon counted no less than twelve 
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dead men lying in the road and on 
its border. 

Three wounded men besides lay 
in a row at the side of the highway, 
as though placed there in mockery 
by the conquerors. Over these bent 
Hillel, giving them water to drink 
from a vessel which he had filled 
hastily at the pool. It was well that 
Almon, who approached no nearer, 
was too far away to distinguish the 
nature of their wounds. They had 
not been thrust through or other- 
wise wounded in the fight, but had 
been taken alive, and the hands and 
feet of each had then been cut off ! 
Thus they were found, in helpless 
misery, growing continually fainter 
from loss of blood. And it was the 
pitiful, horrific spectacle of their 
bleeding stumps that Hillel had 
mercifully shut from Almon's eyes. 
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The hatred of the robbers for the 
Queen's soldiers, who had been sent 
against them more than once, was 
the cause of this unheard-of cruelty, 
to which the members of no plun- 
dered caravan had ever been sub- 
jected. Returning from the witch's 
cavern with the small detachment of 
his troop that had accompanied him 
thither, the captain called Arnon 
had gone astray, and, arriving after 
much delay at the highway going 
to Hebron, he fell in, without warn- 
ing, with a superior band of robbers, 
and was overcome. And one of the 
three left alive after being so inhu- 
manly used was none other than 
Arnon himself. 

"Haste thee to Hebron, good 
man," begged the hapless captain, 
after swallowing a draft of water 
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given him by the now weeping 
Hillel. "Ask for the men of Queen 
Athaliah's troop, and bid them come 
to fetch us." 

" With all my strength I will." 

" Yerily, we are to die," continued 
Arnon faintly, "but if so be they 
come in time, wild beasts need not 
rend us while yet we live. Who was 
the boy that passed with thee?" he 
went on to ask. 

" I know him not." 

" He has a look that haunts me. 
What says he of himself?" The 
soldier's voice was already fainter 
than at first, but he struggled man- 
fully against the weakness growing 
upon him. 

"He saith that he is lost, and 
would return to the shepherd Beuel 
who dwelleth near Hebron." 
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"Ha!" gasped Arnon. "Then did 
that witch woman mock me ! Said 
he aught of hiding in a cave? " 

" Nay, my friend. He said little 
of himself. He hath great discre- 
tion for his years." 

"Then I am the more persuaded 
that this is he. Hark thee, good 
man ! say to the men of Athaliah's 
troop — Nay, nay; if this indeed 
be he, then God is with him, and he 
will go on to conquer. And I — ^thus 
have I been brought low, I who 
sold my sword to the foreign wo- 
man at Jerusalem, and fought for 
her against the house of David, 
although myself of the tribe of 
Judah." 

"The man doth rave," muttered 
Hillel pityingly, comprehending 
nothing of this. 
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"For this have I been thus brought 
low," repeated Amon mournfully. 
"For this is the hand of God heavy 
upon me." 

"Now fare ye well," said Hillel, 
standing back and looking sorrow- 
fully upon the three doomed men, 
"for there is no more for me to do 
here this day. I am old, and weak, 
and weary, but I will haste to 
Hebron for your succor as best I 
am able." 

" Stay, good man," cried Arnon in 
great anguish. "Look about thee 
for a sword, I pray thee, and ere 
thou goest to bring succor to these, 
my comrades, thrust me through — 
in mercy thrust me through ! " 

But Hillel, with a great sob shak- 
ing him, turned hastily away and 
ran, shutting his ears with his 
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hands from the anguished cry that 
followed him. Rejoining Almon, 
he took the boy's hand in his, 
and pushed eagerly forward, tears 
streaming down his furrowed face. 

"Why weepest thou, my father?" 
asked Almon, panting; for with 
difficulty he kept pace with his 
companion. 

" I weep for what my heart mis- 
gives me is past all medicine," was 
the answer, "for the wickedness 
and cruelty that run riot in the 
land. No wonder God hath turned 
His face away, and brought afflic- 
tion on Judah and Benjamin, when 
there are hearts and hands among 
us to do what hath been done this 
day." 

" Men say the high priest looketh 
for a better time, when the usurper 
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shall be cast out from Jerusalem, 
and a new king shall bring peace 
into the land," said Almon, as they 
journeyed on. 

" God send that day ! " said Hillel 
fervently. " But woe unto us ! the 
princes of David's line all were 
wantonly slain, and whence is a 
king to come?" 

" Be comforted. Thine eyes shall 
see him on his father's throne," 
answered the boy with calm confi- 
dence, and with so great an air of 
solemnity, of majesty indeed, and 
so proud yet tender a kindling of 
his beautiful eyes, that Hillel was 
amazed, and stopped still to stare 
at him. 

But now a shepherd came fleeing 
along the road toward them, and 
as he passed he cried warningly to 
the old man : 
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"Get thee gone from the highway ! 
Look to thyself, for the robbers are 
abroad, and come this way." 

Mindful of his promise to the 
three doomed men, Hillel was loath 
to heed this warning, and pressed 
forward without pause on the road 
to Hebron. 

"Goods we have not, and they 
seek not for slaves," said he. "They 
are not like to trouble us." 

And Almon, still lifted by the ex- 
altation of his confiding prophecy, 
walked forward without fear. But 
they had done well to heed the 
words of the fleeing shepherd ; for 
ere long, on turning a bend of the 
road, they suddenly came face to 
face with the same band of robbers 
whose attack on the ill-fated cara- 
van had been witnessed by Almon. 
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After their fight with the soldiers 
of Arnon they had successfully at- 
tacked and plundered another party 
of travellers, and now, flushed with 
victory, they marched boldly along 
the highway, leading several asses 
laden with spoils. 

Drawing Almon close to him, 
Hillel stepped humbly aside to let 
them pass, hoping they would 
allow him to go on in peace. But 
the leader of the band, a stout, 
heavy man, with a bloated, ugly 
face and a hard, cruel eye, stopped 
short, and looked curiously from 
the old man to the boy. His red, 
coarse face was rendered more 
repulsive by a dirty grey seam 
marking an old sword-cut across 
his left temple and cheek. Besides 
this and the three fingers gone 
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from his left hand, other marks 
told of the desperate encounters 
through which he had passed. 

"Whither goest thou, old man?" 
he asked in a voice unexpectedly 
smooth and pleasing to the ear. 

"To Hebron, my lord." 

"And what wouldst thou with 
this beautiful boy? Wouldst sell 
him as a slave ? " 

"Nay, my lord, not so; I would 
convey him to his friends.'' 

"Then will I sell him for thee, 
or keep him as mine own slave, for 
verily he pleaseth me." 

Saying which, the robber chief, 
none other than the famed Benoni, 
laid his hand roughly on Almon to 
draw him from the arms of his 
protector; but the boy resisted, 
and Hillel himself struggled to 
keep his hold on him, exclaiming : 
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" Have pity, my lord, on an old 
man and a little child !" 

"Barest thou resist my will, 
fool?" cried Benoni fiercely. 

Responding to the chiefs orders, 
several robbers then set upon Hil- 
lel, and beat him with the flat of 
their swords, so that he resisted no 
more, and was driven weeping 
along the road, rending his gar- 
ments and loudly bewailing the 
fate of his little friend. Meanwhile 
the struggling boy was hoisted 
upon the load of merchandise on 
the back of one of the asses, and 
securely bound there. Then the 
band moved forward, leading the 
asses after them, while Hillel, hav- 
ing watched them from afar till 
the wind of the road took them 
from his view, turned his face 
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away, and, with a heart-broken 
sob, struggled on toward Hebron. 

After continuing on the highway 
for some inconsiderable time, the 
robbers turned off at right angles, 
and began to climb upward among 
the rocky hills, behind which the 
sun had now gone down. There 
was, however, still light to see the 
way, and as he lay among the 
goods on the back of the ass, 
Almon marked every feature of 
their course. At first overwhelmed 
with grief at this new misfortune, 
he soon recovered his hopeful calm, 
being gifted with fortitude beyond 
his years, and began to look about 
him and meditate upon some plan 
of escape. 

He observed that, although they 
now and again went downward, 



The Vengeance of Benoni 141 

crossing shallow, noisy mountain 
streams full of huge, slippery 
stones, the general course was up- 
ward, ever higher and higher, now 
along narrow ledges above deep and 
yawning ravines, and now up steep, 
rocky slopes strewn with great 
bowlders, where the men were 
obliged to pick their way with care, 
and the asses stumbled, and had to 
be beaten before they could be 
urged forward. 

At last, as twilight gathered, 
they came out upon a compar- 
atively level plateau, bare of trees, 
but partially covered with grass. 
I'he ground sloped upward gently 
to a dark, ragged line, or margin, 
less than a hundred yards distant, 
which lay as it were against the 
roseate western sky. The boy 
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comprehended at a glance that 
the summit of this portion of the 
range had been reached, and that 
they were upon the verge of a steep 
declivity. Certain of the men, who 
had gone forward, and stood mo- 
tionless on the dark hne, seemed 
taller than before as their figures 
were silhouetted against the rosy 
west. One of these blew three 
shrill blasts on a trumpet. Another 
knelt down and appeared to be 
lowering a rope, presently hauling 
it up again, and then securing it 
to some invisible object in front 
of him. These preparations com- 
pleted, Almon counted three men 
as they went down backward over 
the cliff. 

But now some one loosed his 
bonds, and lifted him to the ground, 
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and he noted that the other asses 
were being unloaded, and led away. 

"Bring the boy hither," called 
out the voice of Benoni, and Almon 
presently found himself held care- 
fully in the arms of the robber 
chief, while a rope was passed 
around their two bodies, binding 
them together. 

A few moments later they stood 
on the verge of the cliff, and the 
boy drew in his breath with a gasp, 
as his eye strove vainly to pierce 
the dusky, formless abyss yawning 
between him and the still rosy west- 
ern sky. But his quick perceptions 
had already divined this mystery, 
and he was not surprised when Be- 
noni sat down with his feet over the 
cliff, and grasping a swinging lad- 
der of ropes, went slowly down- 
ward. 



CHAPTER Vffl 

In the Strongfhold 

Almost at once they swung clear 
of the rock, and hung in mid-air. 
When they were some thirty feet 
below the top of the cliff, the boy 
saw a dark opening opposite them, 
with lights and moving figures; 
something hke a long hook was 
thrust out, attaching itself to the 
swaying ladder of ropes, and the 
chief and his burden were drawn 
inward upon safe footing. 

The rope binding them together 
being removed, Almon was set 
gently down. A few questions 
were put to the man who had 
drawn in the ladder of ropes, then 
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taking the boy's hand, Benoni led 
him through a tunnel-like entrance 
into a large, dimly-lighted apart- 
ment, with jagged, irregular open- 
ings on either hand, hung with 
stalactites and communicating with 
the other chambers of what was 
evidently an extensive cavern. 
After walking forward some two 
hundred yards, meanwhile acknowl- 
edging the salutes of a number of 
men, some of whom appeared to 
be acting as sentinels, while others 
moved about in the pursuit of vari- 
ous duties, Benoni turned to the 
right, and, drawing aside a cur- 
tain, entered a smaller apartment, 
lighted with hanging lamps and 
decorated with gorgeous curtains 
of Tyrian dyes suspended along the 

walls. The floor was strewn with 
10 
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the cured skins of wild beasts, nu- 
merous soft mats and couches were 
arranged at intervals, and in the 
centre of the room was a large table 
loaded with fruits, breads, and 
wines. 

But what attracted Almon's eyes 
first of all were five women dressed 
in bright robes and jewels reclining 
on the couches, the wives no doubt 
of the robber chief. All these rose 
up, and bowed low, as though sa- 
luting a monarch, when the robber 
appeared. 

"All hail, my lord Benoni !" they 
exclaimed, and one of them, whom 
Almon thought very beautiful, 
asked: "Comest thou home con- 
tent after thy journeyings?" 

"Well content, sweet Josepha," 
he answered. "A few men I have 
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lost, but I bring rich spoils, and 
have taken vengeance on the usur- 
per's soldiery. Good reason have 
they to remember and fear Be- 
noni," he added, laughing in a way 
that caused Almon's blood to run 
cold. " I bring you a pretty play- 
thing in this boy," he then an- 
nounced, addressing all the women, 
but looking more particularly at 
the handsomest, whom he had 
called Josepha. 

As the robber removed his armor, 
and threw himself wearily on a 
couch, the women crowded round 
the boy and inspected him, all 
praising his good looks. One spoke 
of his sparkling eyes, another of his 
dark curling locks, still another of 
his full red lips and shapely face. 
And the handsome Josepha put her 
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arms round him and kissed him, 
murmuring: "Thou shalt be no 
plaything, but my son, dear boy." 
Whereat Almon was pleased and 
smiled in her face. She asked his 
name, and he readily gave that by 
which he was temporarily called. 

A man-servant now entered bear- 
ing a large smoking dish contain- 
ing a whole roasted lamb, which he 
set upon the table. Benoni and his 
wives then gathered round the 
board, seating Almon among them, 
and thus they ate their evening 
meal, the robber, who greedily de- 
voured a vast amount of food, and 
drank copious drafts of wine, mean- 
while recounting some incidents of 
his predatory excursion. Eeturn- 
ing to his couch after the repast, he 
took Almon on his knee and kissed 
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him, greatly to the boy's displeas- 
ure. 

"Verily, thou art fair to look 
upon. Would that I had sons like 
to thee," he said, with sadness. 
Though his riches and power were 
great, and his wives were many, 
Benoni, the robber, had no off- 
spring. 

A small stand supporting a gold- 
en vessel full of wine was now 
placed within reach of his hand, 
and, having delivered the boy to 
his favorite Josepha, Benoni re- 
clined again on his couch, from 
time to time pouring out a goblet 
of the liquor and drinking it with 
no sign of satiety. 

"Bring the musician," he pres- 
ently ordered, and a man promptly 
entered with a harp. " Sing to me 
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of wars, and brave men, and victo- 
ries, good Ziba," he said. 

Thereupon the musician, who was 
a man of middle age and of mild, 
kindly face, dressed in a long, loose 
robe of blue drawn at the waist 
with a cord, swept his hands skill- 
fully over the harp, and discoursed 
sweet music as he sang the desired 
tale of war. The captive boy was 
well pleased with the singer's voice 
and appearance, and thought the 
performance admirable, but Benoni 
showed great dissatisfaction. 

"Thou dost thy best, my poor 
Ziba," he said contemptuously, 
" but I like not thy handling of the 
harp, and there is little spirit in thy 
singing. Would I had my lost fin- 
gers ! Then I might teach thee how 
to touch the harp, even as I have 
so often taught thee how to sing." 
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The musician seemed neither 
ashamed nor confused, being used 
apparently to such criticism. He 
cheerfully acquiesced when the 
robber bade him play while he 
himself sang. Then Almon was 
reminded how surpassingly soft 
and pleasing Benoni's voice had 
seemed at their first meeting. The 
boy listened in wonder, almost be- 
lieving that he dreamed, as the 
lamp-lit, underground chamber was 
filled with entrancing melody. Such 
startling contrast seemed incred- 
ible. How was it that this wicked 
robber, this creature of so hideous 
a body, of so black and cruel a 
heart, and moreover a glutton and 
a drunkard, could sing with the 
voice of an angel, moving every 
hearer to joyfulness and tears? 
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And after he had done, that he 
should boast with overweening van- 
ity of his super-excellence, scorn- 
fully bidding the worthy Ziba listen 
and learn of a master ! 

"And thou, my httle captive," 
asked Benoni later, ^* perad venture 
thou also canst sing ? " 

Then Almon, thinking to please 
and thus secure greater kindness, 
stood by the harp, and gracefully 
sweeping his fingers over it, sang 
one of the psalms of David that had 
been taught him in the house of the 
high priest at Jerusalem,— a psalm 
glorifying God and celebrating the 
victories given to the armies of 
Judah and Israel. His voice was 
pure and sweet, and his playing 
skillful for one of his years, but, 
though it was a joy to hear him. 
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he could not match the soul-thrill- 
ing tones the robber knew how to 
utter. When he began the psalin, 
Benoni frowned, but did not inter- 
rupt him. 

"Thou hast done well for thy 
years," he said when it was done, 
"but we want no psalm-singing 
here. Do thou teach him thine 
own songs, Ziba." 

The robber had now drunk cup 
after cup, and ere long showed the 
effect of his potations. He grew 
violent, and set upon a servant who 
had been called in, beating him 
unmercifully, after which he fell 
helplessly drunk across his couch. 
Then Josepha made a sign to the 
musician to retire and take the boy 
with him for the night. 

Accordingly Almon was led away 
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to a distant chamber, which the 
musician occupied alone. It was 
far less luxurious than the one just 
quitted, but the weary boy saw at 
a glance that there was a suflBi- 
ciency of cured skins, and mats, 
and woolen coverings on the floor 
to secure their comfort for the 
night. 

"Where didst thou learn to 
handle the harp so well?" asked 
Ziba, seating himself and bidding 
the boy do likewise. 

"At Jerusalem. My father was 
a great and wealthy man," was 
Almon's guarded answer. "But 
now he is dead, and I, lo, I am the 
captive of yon drunken beast, as 
thou knowest." 

"Alas that fortune should use 
one of thine age so ill," said the 
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musician, showing much sympa- 
thy. "I knew thou wert not the 
common shepherd's son thy dress 
betokeneth." 

"Speak not slightingly of what 
was once the calling of the mighty 
king David," answered Almon sol- 
emnly, and Ziba made no reply, 
astonished to be thus rebuked by 
one so young. "Thou seemest to 
have in thee the heart of an honest 
man," the boy then added. "Tell 
me, is there no other outlet from 
this cavern than the one in the 
mountain's side whereat we en- 
tered?" 

" At the end of long and tortuous 
passages there is, but hope not to 
find it," said Ziba, still more aston- 
ished. 

" But if thou showest it me ? " 
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"Alas! think not of it. Benoni 
would kill me, and peradventure 
thee also." 

"As God liveth, the day of reck- 
oning will come," said Almon so 
sternly and solemnly and with such 
an air of maturity that the musi- 
cian stared in amazement. 

There now fell a silence between 
them, as Ziba continued to gaze in- 
tently and curiously at the boy. 
"'Tis most strange," he said at 
last; "but when I look on thee I 
recall every moment the face of my 
master, King Ahaziah. 'Tis won- 
derful how thou art like him." 

"What knowest thou of the 
King?" asked Almon, starting to 
his feet in his eagerness. 

" Thou beholdest in me one of his 
household. I was a singer in his 
palace." 
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" Then what dost thou here ? Art 
thou no robber?" 

" No robber at heart. After my 
dear lord and King came to his 
death, I could not abide and see the 
bloody usurper on his throne. I 
fled from Jerusalem, and pursued 
my trade among the robbers rather 
than yield to Athaliah." 

" And if a son of thy King were 
found, wouldst thou be willing to 
fight with him against his ene- 
mies?" 

"To the end." 

"Look upon me, good man," 
cried the boy, taking a step for- 
ward, his eyes flashing, his face 
flushing. "Thou seest more than 
a chance resemblance. I am Jeho- 
ash, son of Ahaziah. Behold thy 
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Strange as was the circumstance, 
incredible as so startling an asser- 
tion might have seemed to another, 
Ziba did not doubt. In an instant 
he was seized with that indefinable 
enthusiasm, that species of loving 
adoration which in days of old the 
subject at crucial moments felt in 
the presence of his king. His heart 
beat fast, his pulses thrilled, tears 
swam in his eyes as he fell on his 
knees before a child, and murmured 
with a trembling voice : 

'^ Let Judah's king command his 
servant." 

"Else," said the boy, extending 
his hand, with a gracious smile that 
was indeed kingly. ^'The servant 
of my father is my friend. I trust 
my life with thee, and call upon 
thee to rescue me from this den of 
thieves." 




" ' My life and my labors are thine,' said Ziba, kissing the 
hand offered him." 
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"My life and my labors are 
thine," said Ziba, kissing the hand 
offered him, and rising. 

" Canst thou not let me down in 
a basket from the cave's mouth ? " 
the prince asked eagerly. 

" Nay, my lord, the valley is too 
deep and full of dangers ; but I will 
lead thee forth from the other out- 
let." 

" Prepare then, and let us go." 

" But my lord is weary and must 
first rest. When the night is old, 
and the robbers are all drunken and 
asleep, then will we steal away." 

To this, after some persuasion, 
the eager boy agreed. Then he lay 
down upon the couch prepared for 
him, and after recounting to the 
faithful Ziba something of his 
eventful history, he at last grew 
quiet, and fell asleep. 



CHAPTERK 

Once more a Captive 

Not until the still hour before 
dawn did Ziba bid the little prince 
rise and follow him. Stealing forth 
from the chambers occupied by the 
robbers, the musician lighted a 
torch of pine, and holding it aloft, 
led the boy through long, low, 
winding passages; through dark 
lofty chambers, where pointed stal- 
actites hung down from above and 
forests of stalagmites rose up from 
beneath; through cavernous va- 
cancies and damp atmospheres, 
where nothing was visible but the 
thick darkness around them and 
the wet stones under their feet, and 
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where naught was heard but the 
sound, now of slowly trickling wa- 
ter, now of torrents rushing past 
unseen. 

At length, through a narrow 
aperture no higher than a man's 
thigh, they emerged into the open 
air, and the boy saw the uncertain 
outlines of trees around him and 
the glimmer of stars overhead. 
Then downward, downward they 
went hastily, until, in the dim 
light of dawn, they stood upon a 
highway. But the musician still 
pushed forward in haste, until the 
road wound up a hill, and, as they 
gained its crest, he pointed ahead 
with his hand, saying : 

'^ Behold, my lord, there lieth 

Hebron." 

There in the valley, at no great 
u 
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distance, the old city wherein David 
had first reigned was spread out. 
The red rays of the just risen sun 
played beautifully upon its walls, 
and domes, and the vast crowded 
pile of its white stone dwellings. 
The vision thus suddenly bursting 
on the view would have charmed 
the most indifferent. To the cap- 
tive boy set free it was a glimpse of 
a celestial paradise, and thrilled 
him to the soul. 

The words of Balaam standing 
on the mountain top, whence he 
looked upon the encampment of 
the armies of Israel, came suddenly 
to Almon's recollection (for often 
had they been read to him), and 
with tears of rapture in his eyes 
he cried aloud: 

" How goodly are thy tents, O Ja- 
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cob, thy tabernacles, O Israel ! As 
the valleys are they spread out, as 
gardens by the rivers, as the sandal 
trees which the Lord hath planted, 
as cedar trees beside the waters." 

" Goest thou forward with me, or 
wilt thou now return?" asked Al- 
mon, turning at last to the silent 
figure beside him. 

" As my lord willeth." 

" Canst thou return with safety ? " 

" Such is my belief, my lord. The 
robbers have all drunken deep 
after the victory, and will rise tar- 
dily. If I return quickly to my 
couch, drink wine, and feign drunk- 
enness, they will be verily per- 
suaded that thou didst steal away 
while I slept." 

" Go, then, for it will not advan- 
tage me to have thy company now. 
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When I am king thou shalt come 
to me. But the day of reckoning is 
not yet. Jehoiada alone can say 
when the time is ripe. Till then I 
must lie hidden with the shepherd 
Eeuel near Hebron, and peradven- 
ture thy presence will but bring 
suspicion upon us." 

" But canst thou go hence safely 
to this shepherd?" 

"I will inquire the way to the 
house of one Asa in Hebron, who is 
the friend of Eeuel. He will dis- 
patch me. Fear not for me, good 
friend." 

"Farewell, then, my lord. For- 
get me not when thou art king," 
said Ziba, falling upon his knees 
and kissing the boy's hand. 

" If I forget thee who art my sa- 
viour, then may God forget me 
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also," were Almon's parting words, 
and thus they separated. 

The boy walked forward hope- 
fully in the brightening morning. 
As he followed the road winding 
down the hill, the enchanting view 
of Hebron was gradually lost be- 
hind an intervening elevation. 
This did not trouble him; though 
the city was not so near as it had 
seemed, the road thither could not 
be mistaken. All that he would 
need do was to go forward warily, 
holding himself ready to leap out 
of sight among the rocks and trees 
on either hand, should travellers of 
threatening or suspicious aspect 
appear. 

After walking some distance and 
encountering no one, Almon turned 
aside of his own free desire, and 
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descended a gentle slope to the 
banks of a small stream, green- 
bordered with papyrus and rushes 
and shaded by overhanging trees, 
from which long straggling creep- 
ers trailed down to the very sur- 
face of clear, still pools. The boy 
felt thirst, and approaching the 
stream where the bank was clear, 
he broke a large leaf, folded it into 
a cup, and drank with avidity. 
Then he stood still a while, admir- 
ing the pretty blue, yellow, and 
brown pebbles banked in the dark, 
reddish loam at the water's edge. 
Bright colored birds were flitting 
through the green leaves, and 
twittering musically. The morn- 
ing air was sweet and balmy. 
How beautiful seemed all the 
world, after the dank, still gloom 
of the robbers' cave! 
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So thought Almon, loath to turn 
away, his eyes resting on the ovate 
leaves and pale, delicate flowers of 
an almond tree, when a peculiar 
sound caused him to look else- 
where. Beyond a hedge-like screen 
of low bushes, some distance away, 
he saw an amazing apparition of 
two pairs of human feet, as if in 
chase of two human heads. Pur- 
sued and pursuers were never ex- 
posed to view at one time; the 
moment the heads ducked down 
behind the green barrier, the feet 
shot up, and vice versa. Almon 
noted that the heads were bare, 
but that the feet were shod with 
sandals. And now suddenly the 
heads disappeared altogether, and 
at the sound of a lively tune, the 
triumphant feet shot up a little 
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higher, ran back and forth, and 
swayed up and down, with many 
curious changes of position, and all 
in time to the music. 

The startled boy feared some dev- 
ilish magic was at work, but was 
strongly attracted both by curiosity 
and the sound of the music. Steal- 
ing forward through the bushes, he 
presently stood lost in astonish- 
ment on beholding two men bound- 
ing about and dancing on their 
hands with their feet upright in the 
air, while a third stood near play- 
ing on a viol, and a fourth beat 
time with a timbrel. He now un- 
derstood that what he had seen 
from afar was nothing more than 
two men turning rapid somersaults 
behind the hedge-like barrier, but he 
was hardly reassured, having never 
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seen nor heard of such feats as 
were now being exhibited. Sud- 
denly the two acrobats, who were 
entirely naked but for a crimson 
silken cloth bound round their 
loins, came toward the intruder, 
turning somersaults, and landed 
upright on their feet before him, 
grinning, whereat the music stop- 
ped. Almon recoiled. What could 
this wild, unheard-of sport mean 
but that the men were possessed of 
demons? 

Amused at his evident trepida- 
tion, one of the acrobats dropped 
again on his hands, and, leaping 
after the boy, who turned to flee, 
he caught him, and clasped him 
tightly round with his two legs. 

"Fear not, my little man," said 
the other kindly, "he doth but 
sport, and will not harm thee." 
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And then the other, having re- 
leased the captive, and resumed an 
upright position : " Art frightened, 
my pretty boy ? Come, come, 'twas 
but a jest." 

They were both young and in the 
prime of health and strength, with 
full red lips, bright black eyes, 
thick curling locks, and swarthy 
skins, their well-shaped limbs as 
supple as willow wands. The two 
musicians were older and less 
comely, 

"I feared ye were possessed," 
said Almon, now reassured and 
smiling. 

The young athlete who had first 
spoken laughed aloud. " Then thou 
hast ne'er seen players before," he 
said. ^^But thou art young. Be- 
hold in us a merry band of players 
and singing-men." 
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"We go from city to city, from 
house to house," explained the 
other. "The rich and great have 
players and singers of their own, 
but not the poor, who welcome us 
right gladly, and share their mites 
with us." 

"I see not thy companions, fair 
boy," remarked the musician who 
had played the viol, staring hard at 
Almon. 

" Companions I have none," was 
the unguarded reply. "I journey 
alone." 

"Art verily alone and free?" 
cried the two athletes almost in a 
breath. "Then join our band. 
Come with us. We will teach thee 
all our tricks. A merry life thou'lt 
find it. 'Tis the way to see the 
World." 
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Almon felt drawn toward the two 
bright-faced youths, and smiled 
graciously as they thus addressed 
him, but was prompt to answer 
gravely: "A merry life no doubt, 
good sirs, but I have other busi- 
ness." 

"Whither goest thou?" queried 
the viol-player curiously- 

"To Hebron." 

" Peradventure thy father and 
mother await thee there ? " 

"Alas, no; they are long dead. 
But I must on and speedily." 

There was more craft than friend- 
liness in the viol-player's eyes as he 
rejoined: "Nay, rest with us a 
while. The way is long, and weary 
wilt thou be before thou enterest 
the gates of Hebron. Come to our 
camp, and partake with us of our 
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morning meal. 'Twill pleasure our 
master Tola to welcome thee." 

The boy hesitated, half afraid to 
trust himself with strangers show- 
ing such unwonted friendliness. 
But he was hungry, and at this 
moment the grateful odor of cook- 
ing meat saluted his nostrils, and 
prevailed with him. 

"And while our musicians sing 
and play, we shall make more sport 
for thee," promised one of the ath- 
letes. 

The two merry young men 
walked one on each side of him as 
they went forward, the viol-player 
preceding them at a quicker gait. 
It was now explained to Almon, 
that the four men were only a part 
of the band, and that they had 
sought this place for their exercises 
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on account of the smoothness of 
the ground. As they passed round 
a grove of trees, he saw the camp- 
two tents, several men moving in- 
dolently about, two women cooking 
over a fire, and two camels and 
several asses feeding. 

The viol-player walked straight 
up to a man just issuing from one 
of the tents, spoke to him eagerly, 
and meanwhile both stared hard at 
the approaching boy. This man, 
whom Almon afterwards knew to be 
Tola, the master, though not young, 
was of a comely person, and pos- 
sessed of a persuasive manner. As 
he smiled brightly and welcomed 
him, Almon felt at ease, and forgot 
the vague fears that till now had 
assailed him. 

The two young athletes retired 
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into one of the tents, and shortly- 
reappeared clothed in long robes 
bound at the waist, similar to those 
worn by the others. At a word 
from Tola, they joined a company 
of six musicians, who then played 
in concert most beautifully, Almon 
thought, their instruments being 
the harp, dulcimer, sackbut, timbrel, 
viol, tabor, trumpet, and cymbals. 
After this overture the two athletes 
put down their instruments, and 
sang together, accompanied by the 
others. Meanwhile the boy sat with 
Tola on a mat, and listened with 
much enjoyment. The perform- 
ance was concluded with a solo by 
the master himself. The harp being 
brought to him, he played his own 
accompaniment as he chanted a 
rhythmic composition describing 
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the victorious achievements of the 
Israelites in war. 

" Peradventure thou also playest 
or singest ?" questioned Tola of the 
boy, as the musicians dispersed to 
take down the tents, pack up the 
goods, and load the beasts. 
* Not knowing that daily practice 
was required of the musicians, and 
thinking that the exhibition just 
given was in his honor, the boy 
felt moved to do whatever might 
please, and requite his entertainers 
for their kindness. And so, little 
thinking that he thus exposed him- 
self the more to danger, he will- 
ingly took the harp, and sang to 
his own accompaniment, all the 
people of the camp meanwhile 
pausing to look and listen, with 
evidences of great admiration. 
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" Thou hast indeed done well, my 
pretty boy," said Tola, when it was 
done. " Verily thou art wonderful 
for thy years. Thou shouldst be 
one of us. They tell me thy father 
and mother are dead. Come with 
us, and thou shalt not lack good 
food, a warm bed at night, and 
money for thy hire. What sayest 
thou?" 

But Almon shook his head grave- 
ly, answering that this could not 
be. He must on to Hebron with- 
out more delay. To no purpose 
the master endeavored to per- 
suade him, though setting forth the 
pleasures and advantages of the 
proposed life with cunning and 
convincing arguments. 

''Tarry, then, till we have eaten, 

and thou mayest ride with us, for we 

12 



1 78 Lost Prince Almon 

ourselves journey thither,'' he said 
at last, smiling in his most persua- 
sive manner and quite concealing 
his unalterable determination to 
have his will. 

Poor Almon was now very hun- 
gry and gladly agreed. A large 
dish of steaming meat was shortly 
brought to the master, and another 
vessel containing watea*. He and 
his little guest then washed their 
hands, and ate together from the 
same dish. The meal consisted 
besides of fruit, good wine, and 
bread, and so well satisfied was 
the hungry boy, and so greatly 
entertained by all that took place 
about him, that he found himself 
thinking that, were he not to be 
a king, he would, indeed, like to 
be a wandering player and singing- 
man. 
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Meanwhile the others ate also, 
and when all were satisfied, and 
the last of the goods had been 
packed on the beasts, the strolling 
company set forward. The two 
women rode on one of the camels, 
and the master took Almon with 
him on the other. The asses were 
all laden with goods, and the musi- 
cians and the two young athletes 
walked. 

Tola's camel led the way, and it 
seemed to Almon that they were 
much longer in reaching the high- 
way than they needed to be. And 
when they did reach it, he scarcely 
recognized it. But he attributed 
the change to the clearer view 
of broad daylight, and suspected 
nothing until they gained a hill-top, 
and he saw more rising hills, instead 
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of the valley of Mamre where Heb- 
ron lay. Turning to look back, he 
saw far away the glistening domes 
and towers of the city, and com- 
prehended, at first with more anger 
than fear, that they were journey- 
ing, not toward, but away from 
Hebron. 

" What meanest thou ? " he cried 
out, his eyes turned fiercely upward 
to Tola. 

" Thou art to go with us, and if 
thou strugglest or criest out to pass- 
ing travellers, thou wilt be gagged 
and beaten,'' was the brief, stern 
answer. 



CHAPTERX 

Thtottgli the Gates 

Weeks had passed since the plun- 
dering of his caravan, when one 
morning Hillel, the merchant, ap- 
peared safe and sound before the 
walls of his native city Jerusalem. 
The old man rode upon a camel, 
and was accompanied by four 
armed men mounted on horses. 
As his party ascended the slope 
from the Valley of Hinnom, passed 
the King's Gardens and the Pool of 
Siloam, the good Hillel exulted, and 
gave thanks that his life was still 
spared, and that he was again enter- 
ing the beloved city of his nation. 
The morning was fine, and the 
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scene full of color, animation, and 
beauty. The neighboring green 
valleys and the blue mountains in 
the distance, the purple sky, the 
intense sunshine, the women com- 
ing and going with water-skins and 
jars on their shoulders, the husband- 
men driving sheep and kine to 
market, the travellers with their 
loaded camels and asses, the strong 
walls, and glistening domes, and 
towers of the great city — all this 
was a great and continuing joy to 
the home-returning merchant. 

Near the Water Gate he drew 
rein, and halted on the outskirts of 
a large crowd surrounding a raised 
platform, on one end of which sat 
a company of musicians playing 
and singing. As the merchant's 
party halted, two comely youths 
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leaped forth upon the other end 
of the platform, and the people 
shouted with approval as they 
danced on their hands, their feet 
high in the air, keeping time to the 
music of varied instruments, which 
were handled with great skill by the 
associate company of musicians. 
To give free play to their limbs, 
they were both entirely naked but 
for the blue, gold-embroidered 
cloths of silk wound about their 
loins, and many were the startling 
feats of their performance. 

As they retired amid great accla- 
mation, a boy stepped forward, a 
mere child, likewise naked but for 
a long, narrow, gold-spangled cloth 
of Tyrian dye, which was grace- 
fully draped over his right shoulder, 
wound round his waist and loins, 
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and then tied, falling in rich folds 
on his left side down to his knee. 
Thus clothed, he was indeed a sight 
to please the eye, for he was a very 
beautiful boy, with rosy lips and 
cheeks, large dark eyes, and lux- 
uriant, curling hair. 

He first sang most sweetly to the 
accompaniment of the musicians, 
and then danced a rapid, graceful 
dance. But, unlike the young acro- 
bats preceding him, there was no 
smile on his lips nor merriment in 
his eye, and the spectators were no 
less amazed at this than at his 
extraordinary beauty and grace. 
He looked grave and sad, indeed, 
and the people stared at him in 
growing wonder and curiosity as 
they applauded his performance. 
The interest of none was more in- 
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tense than that of Hillel, looking 
on from the back of his camel, 
for in the sad face of the little 
minstrel he recognized something 
strangely familiar. 

When the shouts of approval had 
ceased, the boy did not retire as the 
acrobats had done, but raised his 
hand for silence, and began to 
speak to the crowd, ignoring the 
angry remonstrance of one of the 
musicians, who rose in his place, 
and called out to him roughly. 

''Men of Jerusalem, hear me," 
he said, with dignity and self- 
possession amazing in one of his 
years. " Ye behold in me a captive 
torn from his friends and held as 
the slave of these players and sing- 
ing-men, and I adjure you, by the 
love you bear your children, in the 
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name of your fealty to the God of 
Judah, to rescue me from out of 
their hands. Take me into Jerusa- 
lem, to Jehoiada, the high priest, 
who is my friend, and who will tell 
you that I speak the truth." 

But now the master of the musi- 
cians, who had risen, rushed out 
before him and shouted, interrupt- 
ing him : 

"The boy doth rave! Hearken 
not to him, good people. He hath 
a distemper, and often doth speak 
in this wild strain. Though the 
son of a shepherd of the south, he 
imagineth himself of high estate." 

"Thou liest ! " cried the boy bold- 
ly, and the people murmured in 
sympathy, so that the musicians 
and their master were in great fear 
lest he should indeed be rescued. 
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But now all at once a commotion 
was observed in the crowd near at 
hand, and Tola — for the master of 
the musicians was none other — 
blessed the fortunate chance that 
drew the attention of the people 
away from the boy. Some soldiers 
of the usurping Queen were stand- 
ing in the crowd, and one of them 
had been rudely though unwitting- 
ly jostled by a citizen. Hot words 
were followed by blows, unoffend- 
ing bystanders became involved, 
swords were quickly drawn, and 
there was now the sound of shouts 
and the clash of arms. All eyes were 
turned that way, and bidding the 
boy retire, Tola, the master, walked 
to the further side of the platform 
the better to view the struggle. 

Almon's were the only eyes that 
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looked not toward the people sway- 
ing back and forth about the com- 
batants. His searching glance hav- 
ing fallen upon Hillel on his camel, 
he now stared hard at him, with 
dawning recognition in his eyes. 
Suddenly he became aware of his 
opportunity, and when no one 
looked, he leaped to the ground, 
dived forward between the legs 
of the crowding people, and shortly 
stood by the halting camel. 

A travelling robe of wool hung 
down within his reach, he tried it 
eagerly, and found it firm. Swing- 
ing his weight upon it, he quickly 
drew himself up hand over hand, 
grasped the side of the leathern 
camel-bag, and so lifted himself up 
in front of the astonished mer- 
chant. 
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"Hillel, friend Hillel, dost thou 
not know me?" panted Almon. 
"Surely, thou rememberest him 
who washed thy feet on the high- 
way near Hebron ? Hide me — ^hide 
me from the sight of these men, 
and then move on," he added ur- 
gently. 

" 'Tis true ! 'Tis the sweet child 
himself," muttered the old mer- 
chant, amazed, and with no loss of 
time he threw his robe over the boy 
where he lay before him across the 
saddle. 

It was all done in little more than 
the twinkling of an eye, and not 
one soul had seen it. The camel 
moved away toward the Water 
Gate unmolested, and when Tola 
looked from the surging crowd to 
make sure that his little captive 
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had obeyed him, he discovered in 
great and impotent rage that the 
boy had escaped. 

"And now, whither wouldst thou 
go, my son?" Hillel bent low to 
whisper after they had passed 
through the gate into Jerusalem. 
" I will do thy bidding, though my 
life itself be forfeit." 

" To the house of the high priest, 
good father," came the faint answer 
from beneath the robe. 

Jehoiada had gone up to the roof 
of his great house to take the morn- 
ing air, and there he paced back 
and forth in great sorrow and per- 
plexity of mind. He was not yet an 
old man, this prince of the Jewish 
church, but his noble face was fur- 
rowed, and his commanding figure 
was bowed with care and grief. 
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Tomorrow was the day he had set 
for the deliverance of Jerusalem 
from the bloody usurper, but where 
was the deliverer he had wished to 
show to the people and proclaim as 
their true king? Dead, alas ! or at 
best, lost — ^lost and not to be found ! 
Jehoiada had carefully made his 
plans, and he had reason to believe 
that they would be crowned with 
success, for the land was full of dis- 
content and secret hatred of Atha- 
liah, the usurping Queen. Com- 
pelled to send the hidden prince out 
of Jerusalem in disguise, on receiv- 
ing certain information that his 
presence there was suspected by the 
most implacable of his enemies, the 
high priest did not abandon his 
long-settled policy, but hurried his 
schemes toward their fruition. 
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Not many days after the flight 
of the prince he sent messengers 
throughout the land of Judah, call- 
ing upon the heads of tribes and 
families, upon the Levites of all the 
cities, and the chief of the fathers 
of Israel, and upon the captains of 
hundreds, and the young men who 
bore arms, to gather to the Temple 
at Jerusalem for a solemn festival 
upon a fixed day. In advance of 
that day it was his intention to 
have the little prince brought back 
secretly, and at the appointed hour 
show him to the assembled people, 
and proclaim him, trusting for the 
rest to the widespread loyalty to the 
true royal line and to the weakness 
and disorganization of the enemy 
taken unawares. 

But anon a messenger came from 
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the shepherd Beuel shattering 
these hopes. The prince had indeed 
been successfully concealed from 
Athaliah's soldiers sent in quest 
of him, but he had unfortunately 
quitted his hiding-place, had been 
seen on the hill-side, and chased into 
the forest, where all trace of him 
had been lost utterly, unless it were 
concluded that the bones of a child 
devoured by a lion and found the 
next day were his. It was not too 
late to countermand the invitation 
sent throughout the country, but 
Jehoiada took no such step, and 
waited, still hoping as the days 
and weeks went by, loath to believe 
that the God of Judah would permit 
so great an affliction to be added to 
the miseries under which the nation 
already groaned. 
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Yesterday another message had 
come from Reuel, which left room 
for no further hope, to-day the 
people were assembling from all 
quarters at Jerusalem, and to- 
morrow after the sacrifices in the 
Temple Jehoiada must stand before 
them and speak! The high priest 
groaned aloud as he thought upon 
it. Truly the land was now desolate, 
and the woes to come were greater 
than the faithful could bear. 

So thought Jehoiada as he rest- 
lessly paced the flat roof of his 
house overlooking the court, where- 
in the camel that carried away the 
little prince had been loaded before 
dawn on that memorable day two 
months gone. The whole scene of 
the departure was pictured in his 
memory as he looked down. Bit- 
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terly he now repented of his act in 
sending the boy away, believing 
that he might even then have 
roused Jerusalem, and resisted the 
guards of Athaliah sent to search 
his premises. 

While reflecting thus, plunged in 
profound sadness, his wonted self- 
reliant spirit bowed down and, as it 
were, bruised and beaten by perplex- 
ity and grief, he bec^ne aware that 
a camel and four horses had halted 
outside the gate in the wall separat- 
ing the court-yard from the street. 
Jehoiada was too far away to hear 
what passed between the travellers 
and his servants, but he observed 
that the old man seated on the 
camel was most urgent in his man- 
ner, and that the servants of the 
house laughed and perhaps spoke 
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derisively. And so, at length, won- 
dering as to the cause of all this, 
he descended to the lower chambers 
of the house, and sent out a servant 
to make inquiry. 

The old man seated on the camel 
was none other than Hillel, the 
merchant, and his manner was in- 
deed urgent. For, as they journeyed 
through the city, the boy lying be- 
neath the robe before him had con- 
fided to him a secret which filled 
him with excitement and grave 
concern. 

"What wouldst thou?" was the 
surly demand of the serving-man 
who opened the gate. "Verily, 
thou knockest with the assurance 
of the messenger of a king." 

"And with good reason," an- 
swered the old merchant, causing 
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the camel to kneel. ''Bay to the 
high priest, thy master, that Hillel, 
a merchant of Jerusalem, would 
speak with him." 

"Hear him!" cried the servant, 
mockingly, to two others who had 
joined him. " Know then, thou 
merchant of Jerusalem, that our 
master hath concerns of weight be- 
fore him, and hath no time to speak 
with such as thou. He wills not to 
be disturbed." 

"Nevertheless, go thou to him 
with my message, for the business 
is urgent and far weightier than all 
else that may come before him this 
day." Saying which, Hillel stepped 
to the ground, and, stooping, gently 
lifted from the saddle a burden 
swathed in his travelling robe, 
which moved as though alive. 
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"Sayest thou so, my great lord? 
Of a truth, vain-glory of a piece 
with this hath not been seen in, 
Jerusalem,'^ laughed the first ser- 
vant derisively. 

"What hast thou there?" asked 
another, pointing to the curious 
bundle. "A lame sheep that in thy 
folly thou wouldst have our master 
heal by a touch?" And at this the 
other servants laughed aloud. 

"Ay," replied Hillel, gravely, 
"a lost lamb that I would restore 
unto his own." 

"He hath parted with his wits," 
cried the first servant, and the oth- 
ers joined him in uproarious laugh- 
ter. " Get thee gone, fool ! " he then 
ordered harshly. "Take thine ad- 
dled pate and thy folly elsewhere." 

Still undaunted, Hillel stepped 
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forward as though to defy them 
and force an entrance. They had 
barred the way, and were lifting 
their hands to strike, when a mes- 
senger came running across the 
court-yard, and called out that it 
was the will of their master that 
the stranger be admitted. 



CHAPTER XI 

""God Save the Kingf" 

And so Hillel, still carrying his 
curious bundle with tender care, 
was led within, and after much de- 
lay stood before Jehoiada in his 
audience chamber. The high priest 
sat in a throne-like chair richly 
carven and inlaid with ivory and 
gold, on a dais beneath a canopy 
hung with Tyrian purple. His 
dress was simple, such as he usually 
wore in the privacy of his house, 
when not entertaining distinguished 
guests or prepared to appear pub- 
hcly in the exercise of his high office. 
The old merchant was in no wise 
daunted by the piercing glance 
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which the pontiff fixed upon him, 
nor by the almost royal magnifi- 
cence of the chamber, but he looked 
askance at the numerous household 
officers and servants in attendance 
on their master. 

"What wouldst thou with me, 
good man ? " asked Jehoiada mildly, 
as the merchant walked confidently 
forward- 

" I pray thee, my lord," said Hillel, 
bowing low, "to send out from 
thee all who may hear me, and 
then thou shalt know/' 

"What strange requirement is 
this?" asked the high priest, look- 
ing with suspicion at the old man 
and the bundle so carefully guarded 
in his arms. 

" But hearken to me, my lord," was 
the solemn answer, " and I swear to 
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thee that thou wilt thank me tot 
my caution." 

*'Be it so, then," said Jehoiada, 
for the eyes of the old merchant 
were so full of kindness and truth 
that they prevailed. 

"Beware, my lord," whispered 
one of the attendants. " Who know- 
eth but that this may be a snare set 
by thine enemies to undo thee?" 

But Jehoiada would not listen, 
and with a loud voice commanded : 
"Let all go out hence." 

And when the two men were 
quite alone, Hillel tenderly put 
his burden down before the high 
priest's chair, and drew away the 
covering. Then, with a laughing 
cry, the boy leaped up suddenly, all 
in the bright, scant apparel in 
which he had sung and danced. 
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And Jehoiada, recognizing the little 
prince so long mourned as lost or 
dead, cried out like one in pain, and 
snatching him to his heart, wept in 
the immensity of his joy. 

" Blessed art thou for what thou 
hast done this day,^^ said he anon 
to Hillel. 

Long did the two old men and 
the boy remain alone together ; but 
when the strange, eventful story 
had been told, the high priest called 
in his wife Jehosheba and the good 
nurse Judith. And when at last 
they grew calm, for they screamed 
out, and fell upon the child, and 
kissed him wildly, he bade them 
take him away with them. 

" Cover him again that not even 
one of the household may see his 
face,^^ he instructed them, ^^and con- 
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vey him privily to the modt secret 
chamber. Let him rest, and to- 
morrow dress him in robes of roy- 
alty, and adorn him with jewels." 

The hour was at hand. The great 
Temple of Solomon was heavy with 
the sweet odors of incense and the 
smoke of burnt -offerings. The 
bright sun of a glorious morning 
shone down upon the white stone 
walls and towers, and flashed daz- 
zlingly upon the gorgeous sculp- 
tured decorations wrought in pure 
gold that everywhere met the eye. 

The sacrifices were completed, 
and Jehoiada, in his full flowing 
robes of purple and scarlet, with 
the mitre on his head, and wearing 
the wonderful golden breast-plate 
set with twelve different precious 



^^God Save the Kingl^^ 205 

stonoB, the mysterious oracle of the 
Urim and the Thummim, where- 
on the name of God was written, 
came forth from the sanctuary, and 
stood on the porch between the lofty 
pillars on the right and the left, 
before the chosen multitude that 
crowded the outer courts. All those 
who had been called were gathered 
there. Everyone coming unarmed 
had been supplied with weapons 
of war from the stores kept in 
the Temple, and every entrance to 
the place was guarded by brave and 
trusted bands of chosen men. 

Meanwhile Jehosheba, the pri- 
mate's wife, with the nurse Judith 
and the boy, who was the central 
figure of all the great assemblage, 
waited anxiously within the door of 
the sanctuary, the vast outer cham- 
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ber of the Temple proper, in which 
the eye was dazzled with the splen- 
dor of the gold sculptures and the 
gems which everywhere adorned 
the walls. Even the floor was laid 
with plates of gold, but the richest 
and rarest of the ornaments were 
upon the wall dividing the sanctuary 
from the mysterious, secret inner 
chamber called the holy of holies, 
wherein none dared enter save only 
the high priest once a year. This 
wall glistened with gems, and was 
beautifully overlaid with sculp- 
tures in gold. The communicating 
door between the two chambers 
was hung with veils of blue, purple, 
and scarlet, and bright white linen. 
With most beautiful flowers curi- 
ously wrought on them. 
The three sole occupants of this 
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grand haJl were blind to its mag- 
nificence now, and with eyes bent 
upon the marble floor they waited 
in anxious silence to hear the up- 
lifted voice of the high priest, who 
had just left them, and the answer- 
ing voice of the multitude. 

" Men of Jerusalem and Judah," 
said Jehoiada, in a loud voice, as 
he faced the people, " I have sum- 
moned you hither, not alone for 
worship and sacrifice this day, but 
to call upon you to fiing off the yoke 
of Athaliah, the usurper, who for 
six years hath been seated in 
the palace of our kings. Ye well 
know that the whole land groans 
under her wanton exactions, and is 
aghast at her countless iniquities. 
Ye well know that the Temple of 
the true Grod is deserted by her and 
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her minions for the altars and im- 
ages of Baal. Ye well know that 
the king's son should reign over us, 
as the God of Judah hath ordained 
for the sons of David." 

Here he paused, and the people 
murmured, though stirred with ex- 
citement and hope. Where was that 
son of David, without whose name 
to fire the heart of the multitude 
Athaliah could not be overthrown ? 

"Ye have heard the tale," the 
high priest now proceeded, "that 
the young princes were all slain, 
but ye are now to know that there 
was one, a mere babe, who escaped 
the usurper's bloody hand. Mine 
own wife, Jehosheba, who, as is 
known to all men, was sister to 
King Ahaziah, did rescue him, 
and six years we have now kept 
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hJTn jealously guarded and hidden 
against the day of reckoning. Men 
of Judah, the day of reckoning is 
at hand ! The land doth spew out 
Athaliah and her iniquities, and the 
day of judgment hath come upon 
her." 

Amid a breathless silence Jehoi- 
ada then turned, retired through 
the door of the sanctuary, and was 
for a moment lost to the view 
of the multitude, while each man 
stared mutely into the face of his 
neighbor, scarce daring to hope 
that the glad tidings were not a 
baseless dream. 

But when the high priest reap- 
peared, leading by the hand a beau- 
tiful, smiling boy, clad in royal 
robes and decked with flashing 
jewels, and stood him beside the 

14 
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pillar, as the custom was, a mighty 
shout went up, and all the thousand 
eyes of the great multitude hung 
reverently upon the fair child, as 
though he were an angel come 
down from heaven to rescue them 
from the ills afflicting the land. 

" Look upon him, men of Judah," 
cried Jehoiada, "for verily this is 
he— Jehoash, son of Ahaziah !" 

Then, lifting a vessel containing 
the anointing oil, he poured it 
on the head of the boy, while the 
people looked on with deep, sup- 
pressed emotion. And having set a 
crown of gold and sparkling gems 
upon his head, the high priest 
shouted aloud: 

" God save the king ! " 

And the great multitude that 
looked on, thrilled to the soul with 
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a sudden, wild rapture, and gazing 
upon the fair boy with tears of loy- 
alty and love, shouted as with one 
voice again and yet again: "God 
save the king ! " 

Tears of a generous emotion 
and resolve shone in his eyes as the 
httle king stood smiling before 
them, and lifting his hand anon 
for silence, he cried out.in his clear, 
sweet child's voice : 

"I love you, O men of Judah, 
and pray that God will give me 
wisdom to judge with justice and 
mercy and bring prosperity to Je- 
rusalem." 

Then the people went mad with 
joy. Those near the young king 
fell weeping upon their knees, 
calling down myriads of bless- 
ings upon him, and those that 
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were distant embraced and kissed 
each man his neighbor, and the 
shouting was such that the whole 
city was shaken. 

Even Athaliah, who rested unsus- 
pecting in the palace of the kings, 
wondered at such great rejoicing, 
and came hurriedly to the Temple 
with her guards. But the bands of 
armed men still stood at all the 
entrances, and refused even at her 
command to let her escort pass. So 
then, in proud disdain, she entered 
alone, and the multitude parted, 
and rolled back before her haughty 
glance, until she stood where she 
could see the young crowned king 
by the pillar, and hear the trumpet- 
ers blow triumphantly, the musi- 
cians sound upon their instru- 
ments, and all the people sing a 
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song of praise and rejoicing in a 
rhythmic measure of the musical 
Hebrew. 

" Treason ! Treason ! " cried Atha- 
liah, and rent her clothes. 

To her amazement the people 
regarded her not, nor ceased to sing 
the song of rejoicing. In vain she 
commanded again and yet again 
that the httle crowned king be 
seized and slain. Not a man 
stirred a foot at her bidding. 

" Lay hold on that wicked woman 
and bear her hence ! " commanded 
Jehoiada, when he beheld her, and 
forthwith she was seized by armed 
men from among the faithful, and 
borne away to meet the just pun- 
ishment of her crimes. 

Thus ended the last exciting epi- 
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sode in the life of the little lost 
prince which belongs to this present 
record. For now, at the word of the 
high priest, bands of armed men 
issued forth and overpowered Atha- 
liah^s guards. After but a little 
time the palace of the kings and 
the whole city were taken. Even 
the most earnest adherents of the 
usurping Queen saw quickly that 
the end had come, and that nothing 
could withstand the loyalty and de- 
votion of the nation now laid at the 
feet of a new king of the true royal 
Une. 

Ere the sun went down, even the 
temple of Baal was carried by storm, 
the altars were overthrown, and all 
the images were broken. And so, 
now that a king of the royal house 
of David again sat upon Solo- 
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mon's ivory throne, the erring 
people, who had been persuaded by 
the Queen's example to embrace 
a false and foreign creed, were 
brought back to the worship of 
the true God. 

The Httle king gladly willed that 
the good high priest, his counsellor 
and regent, should set right the 
many crying abuses, thus bringing 
back peace and prosperity to Jeru- 
salem and causing the whole king- 
dom to rejoice; but amid these 
graver concerns of state he forgot 
not affairs of less import but of 
keen interest to himself. 

He caused Tola, the master of 
the players and singing-men, to be 
seized and put in prison, there to 
await due trial for his crime against 
a defenseless boy. 



f 
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He sent to seize Azubah, the witch, 
intending like treatment for her; 
but the returning soldiers reported 
that, on entering her cave, they 
found her lying dead, her body still 
warm, and they related in fright- 
ened whispers that they had dis- 
covered a vulture sitting on her 
left side and a serpent coiled up 
on her right, and these fled back- 
ward into the darkness of the cave 
as the intruders drew near. 

He also sent three several expe- 
ditions of armed men against the 
robbers, finally driving them from 
their all but impregnable retreat 
and effectually subduing them. 
Thus this most terrible pest was 
rooted out from the land. The chief 
Benoni was taken alive, and he suf- 
fered public execution at Jerusalem 
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in just requital for his inhuman 
crimes. But .the loyal musician, 
Ziba, was brought into the palace, 
and became a member of the king's 
household. 

The merchant Hillel, the shep- 
herd Eeuel, his wife Michal, and 
Mesha, their son, were also re- 
warded, everyone with a rich gift, 
in return for their loving service to 
the httle prince in his time of trou- 
ble. 

This was not all. In the annals 
of that time it is related of him that 
he "did right in the sight of the 
Lord all the days of Jehoiada the 
priest," and that in the twenty-third 
year of his reign, when he was 
thirty years old, of his own will and 
motion, he caused the long-needed 
repairs of the Temple to be made 
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with "money in abundance," not 
extorted through unjust taxes, but 
contributed voluntarily by the loyal 
people at his invitation. 

And we may be well assured that, 
though he might err,— for never to 
err is not human — the sore trials 
of his early life, which were in- 
deed such as rarely fall to the lot 
of princes, were not without their 
use in teaching him the patience 
and forbearance that belong to true 
wisdom. 



The End 
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Eabpeles. 109 pp. Boards. 80 cents. (Special 
Series No. 6.) 

" It is written in clear and pleasant style, and giveB a won- 
derfully good bird's-eye view of the subjeot. ... I have not 
read anjrthing with more interest myself for a lonsr time, 
and can assure my public that a treat is in store for all in 
its perusal."—" Niokbbdown/* Chicago IsrcteUte. 

JEWISH LIFE IN THE MIDDLE AGES.— By Israel 
Abrahams. 452 pp. $1.75. 

" Mr. Abrahams has really done a very good and useful 
piece of work. He has taken up one side of medisBval life, 
and given us the means of getting a thorough understanding 
of it."— Boofcman. 

OLD EUROPEAN JEWRIES.— By David Philipson. 
281pp. $1.25. 

" Phillpson^s book is a very valuable historical and ethno^ 
graphical contribution."— Gustav Karpelbs, Allgemeine 
Zeilung des Judanlhums. 

THE PERSECUTION OP THE JEWS IN RUSSIA.— 
87 pp. Paper. 25 cents. (Special Series No. 1.) 

'^The pamphlet is full of facts, and will inform people 
very fully in regard to the basis of the complaints made by 
the Jews against Russia."— Public Opimion, 



ESSAYS AND MISCELLANEOUS WORKS 

JEWISH SERVICES IN SYNAGOGUE AND HOME. 
— By Lewis N. Dembitz. 487 pp. $1.75. 

"A work which will keep up the knowledge and remem- 
brance of the devotional life of the Jews as it was in the 
past, and of the liturgical literature as it evolved through- 
out ages and in various countries."— JetofeTi SpectoAor. 

STUDIES IN JUDAISM.— By S. Sohbchteb. 859 pp. 

$1.75. 

**A mine of fresh information and fresh ideas, conveyed 
in a style that is graceful and vivid and frequently witty." 

'I. ZAJXQWOAm 



JEWISH LITERATURE AND OTHER ESSAYS.— 
By GusTAV Eabpeles. 404 pp. $1.25. 

** The esaays have the charm of an attractive style, com- 
bined with a subject of firreat and varied Interest/*— iTide- 
pendent, 

SABBATH HOURS. ThaughU.^Bj Liebman Adleb. 
888 pp. $1.26. 

'* Babbl Adler was a man of stronsr and fertile mind, and 
his sermons are eminently readable."— iSunday-ScTiool IVmes. 

SOME JEWISH WOMEN.— By Hknby Zibndobf. 
270 pp. $1.26. 

*^The side-li^rhts which this book casts upon rabbinic life 
and thoufirht will attract readers.**— OriMc. 

THE TALMUD.— By AbsAnb Dabmesteteb. Trans- 
lated from the French by Henbietta Szold. Boards. 
80 cents. (Special Series No. 4.) 

*' Few persons know what *• The Talmud * signifies. The 
booklet, with this title, .... is multum in jmrvo on this 
theme. That stupendous library of rabbinic lore is here de- 
scribed with a fulness and a clearness not surpassed in many 
larger and more pretentious works.**— IXoZ. 

THE TALMUD.— Reprinted from the "literary Re- 
mains " of Emanuel Deutsgh. Boards. 80 cents. 
(Special Series Na 8.) 

*' When first published .... made Its author, then one of 
the under-librarlans at the British Museum, famous, and 
still remains an admirable short study/*— ultlontte MonthJ/y. 

READINGS AND RECITATIONS. For JewUh ffamet 
and 8ehool8,—Gom:p\\ed by Isabel E. Cohen. 294 pp. 
$1.26. 

*»This book should be found in every Jewish home; It 
should find its way into every Jewish Sabbath>school ; for 
none will lay it aside without feeling that a religion which 
could intone such songs and inspire such bards has every 
claim upon the intelligent reverence of those in its house- 
hold bom."— Bmil G. HiBSOH, Reform Advocate, 



PROCEEDINGS OF THE FIRST CONVENTION 
OF THE NATIONAL COUNCIL OF JEWISH 

WOMEN (New York, 1896). 426 pp. $1.00. 
** Amonsr the many speeches recorded, we have found sev- 
eral of much more than ordinary power."— Public Opinion. 

PAPERS OF THE JEWISH WOMEN'S CONGRESS 
(Chicago, 1893). 270 pp. $1.00. 

^ This collection Interprets the motive force which actu- 
ates the daughters of Israel under all lifers circumstances, 
and it is certainly to the credit of the Jewish women of 
America that they should have been able to so effectually 
voice the sentiments and thoughts that pervade their sex." 
—JewUth World, London. 



FICTION 



DREAMERS OF THE GHETTO— By I. Zanowill. 
587 pp. $1.50. Sold to Members only. 

"With marvelous industry, and with no small amount of 
erudition, he has packed together into the scenes dealing 
with Uriel Acosta, Sabbatal Zevl, Spinoza, the Baal Bhem, 
Malmon, Heine, Lassalle, and Beaconsfield, just those inci- 
dents and sayings of their careers which bring out most 
clearly their Jewish aspects."— Joseph Jacobs, Booknum, 

IN THE PALE. Stories and Legends of the Russian 
Jews.— By Henry Iliowizi. 367 pp. $1.25. 
" Henry Iliowizi .... is a master of both humor and pa- 
thos, as is shown in his book of stories and legends entitled 
*In the Pale.' ^^—Sunday-School Times. 

CHILDREN OF THE GHETTO.— By I. Zangwill. 
2 vols. 451 pp., 825 pp. $2.50. 

** Nowhere else have been given us more realistic pictures 
of the shabbiness, the unwholesomeness, the close-packed 
human misery, the squalor, the vulgarity, the sharp struggle 
in the mean competition of life, in the East End of Lon- 
don [But] there is a world of poetry, of dreams, of 

imagination, of high calling, of intellectual subtlety even, 
in which sordid London, not Jewish, has no part nor lot."— 
CHARI4BS DuDLBT Wabneb, HoTper^s Magavine, 



RABBI AND PRIEST — By Milton Goldsmith. 814 
pp. $1.00. 

** The author has attempted to depict faithfully the cus- 
toms and practices of the Russian people and government 
in connection with the Jewish population of that country. 
The book is a strong and well-written story." — PubMc 
Opinion, 

THINK AND THANK.— By S. W. Cooper. IUtis- 
trated. 120 pp. 50 cents. 

"Sir Moses Monteflore is the hero of this story 

* Think and Thank ^ will please boys, and it will be found 
popular in Bundaynschool libraries."— ^cw York Herald, 

VOEGELFS MARRIAGE AND OTHER TALES.-. 
By Loms Schnabel. 83 pp. Paper. 25 cents. 
(Special Series No. 2.) 

"*The False Tum^ is a charming little sketch, and the 
humor of it very delicate and amusing. ' Voegele^s Mar- 
riage* I find also very artistic and interesting."— Emma 
Lazabus. 
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